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As Jack lifted the first box of coin out of the opening two forms suddenly appeared upon the
rocks behind him. Tom and Mat recognized the piratical-looking Jim Crowe
in the lead, and sprang forward to defend the treasure.
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A'fiOLDEN STAKE
OR,

.

THE TREASUR E OF THE INDIES
By A SELF-MADE MAN
he's known as Cap'n Josiah Norris," an d the sailor put a
strong accent on the word "captain." .
JIM CROWE, A. B.
"Yes, he is,'' replied Jack.
"Thank ye, sonny," replied the visitor, with a sa.tisfied
"Hello, sonny!"
Jack Dalton, a stalwart, &ood-looking boy of seventeen grin, "I'm glad 1to hear it. The cap'n and me is old
years, who, with his back to the counter, was sorting over friends ."
"Old friends!" exclaimed the boy, somewhat surprised.
a score of letters he had j ust taken from the mail pouch,
" ·T hat's right, sonny. I sailed with the cap'n a number
preliminary to distributing them in the pigeon-holes lettered from A to Y, turned around and looked at the person of v'y'ges in his old hooker, the Mary Ellen. I've been
huntin' for him this ten year back."
who had addressed him.
"What's your name?"
He had not heard any one enter the store, which was a
"My name is Jim Crowe, A. B."
general one, kept by Josiah Norris, a retired sea captain,
"A. B. ? What does that mean?"
on Main Street, in the village of Blueville, Long I sland.
"That means able bodied, sonny. I'm a sailor from keel
As he faced the visitor Jack saw that he was a perfect
to truck, and I'm that pickled with brine that ye kin smell
stranger in the village.
Anybody could see with half an eye that he was a sailor, · the salt in my breath."
Jack was of the opinion that the fellow's breath smelt
though he was dres~ed in a new suit of shore-going togs,
of something stronger even than sea brine, but didn't conand not a prepossessing looking one, either.
There was an evil glint in his shifty eye that the boy sider it necessary to say so.
"Well, what can r" do for you, Mr. Crowe?" he asked.
did not like. .
"Avast there, rriy hearty ! Dl·op the handle. I ain't used
If he wasn't a rascal at heart then h is face belied him.
At any rate, that's the way J f;lCk sized him up as they to it. Call me Jim, or Crowe, nr both together, if ye like,
but don't lay on the mister."
looked at each other across the counter.
"What 'Clo you want?"
"Well, sonny," said the mariner, with a wicked sort of
"I want the cap'n. As soon as I ran foul of a clue to his
chuckle, which seemed to come from his boots, .his voice was
so hoarse, "when ye have got through takin' a sight at me bein' in this here port I made all plain sail from New York
and here I am. It's a satisfacshun to know that I. hit it all
I 'd like to ask ye a question or two."
"What do you want to know?" asked Jack,• not over right."
"You want to see Captain Josiah Norris?"
politely, for he distrusted the man.
"That's what I said, sonny. I want to see the cap'n, and
"I'll ?llow this store is kept by Josiah Norris, for his
J).amc is on Lhe sign over the door, but I'd like to know if I i~-:mt to see him bad."
CHAP TER I.
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the sun and winds of the tropics, and he was as hale and
"Well, he's out just at present."
as any man could be at his age.
hearty
"When d'ye expect him back?"
was a great favorit.e in the village, not only with
Jack
" I couldn't say. He might return in an.mr, and then
the girls and boys, but with the grown-ups as well, for h e
he mightn't be back till after dark."
had a sunny disposition, and was always willing to do a
"Then, with your permisshun, sonny, I'll wait."
"I think you'd better come back later on,'' said Jack, favor for anybody that wanted it.
He had all the liberty to enjoy himself that any" boy
who did not relish the.idea of having the hard-looking sailor
could ask for under his circumstances, and with rugged
hanging around the place.
"Sorry, sonny, but I ain't no place to go. That chair health and a large fund of animal spirits to draw on, he
by the stove looks like a snug anchorage and I'll take pos- was as contented as the day was long.
When Jim Crowe had finished his fo1gal lunch he picked
sesshun of it. P 'r'aps ye wouldn't mind handin' me out
a hunk of cheese and some crackers. I ain't had nothin' up a copy of the village paper he found at hand and, plantto eat since I left the metropolis, and I feel kind of empty ing his muddy boots against the grate of the stove, for the
'tweendecks."
spring day was chilly, he proceeded to read the local and
"I s'pose you've got the price?" said Jack, without mov- other intelligence.
\
ing.
Customers dropped in occasionally and were .waited on by ·
Jack.
charge
wouldn't
cap'n
the
" I reckon I have, sonny, but
me nothin' if he was here."
All of them noticed the sailor, because he was a stranger,
"As I don't know you I'll have to ask you to come up. If and they asked the boy who he was, and what he was doing
you're an old friend of Oaptain Norris he'll probably re- in the store.
turn you the money."
J ack's answer to all was that the man's name was Jim
"What's the damage?"
Crowe, and that he had Galled to see Captain Norris, who
"The crackers and cheese will be ten cents. If you want was out.
a mug of; cider, too, that will cost you another nickel."
Among the visitors to ·the store were Tom Trimble and
"Haven't you got somethin' strong-er'n cider, sonny ?"
Mat Mulford, two particular friends of Jack's.
"No. •I~ you want anything in the line of spirits you'll
Tom came in to get a package. of tobacco for his father,
have to go to the tavern in .the next block."
and Mat arri ved almost immediately afterward to get
" 1T hat's a pity. I reckon I'll have to put up with the something that his mother wanted.
cider, though it's a poor' thing to swab -a chap's throat out
"Who's the chap over by the stove ?" asked Tom. "He
after swallerin' a cargo of fog . . H ere'' a quarter. Ye looks like a sailor."
kin give me a dime change."
"He is a sailor," replied J ack. "His name is Jim
J im Crowe, A. B., took possession of the armchair j u Crowe."
front of the stove, where he proceeded to make hi mself at
"He seems to be taking things easy for a stranger."
home with the cheese, crackers and cider that J ack placed
J ack explained why the sailor was there.
before him.
At that point Mat entered the store, and the first thing
The boy resumed the sorting of the letters and then he he noticed was t he maritime visitor.
placed them in boxes, after which he followed the same
J ack had to tell him who the sailor was and the object
course with the dozen odd papers that the pouch contained, of his call.
during which operation he cast several. furtive glances at
" I don't like his 'looks," said Mat .
the strange sailor, wondering what he had called to see Cap" Neither do I," chimed in Tom.
tain Norris for, and whether the captain would be glad to
"He's got a bad eye," said J ack. "I don't fancy the
see him after so many years.
way he sized me up when he came in the store. I wish
Jack was an orphan, and to his knowledge had not a rel- the captain would come and send him about his booiness."
aii l'e in the world.
While the boys were talking together the sail()r got up
When his mother died, eight years since, he had come to an d approached t hem.
li ve and tend store for the captain, who a short time before
He looked T om and Mat over and then said to Jack:
that had retired from active service as skipper of the brig
"\Vell, sonny, it's 'bout time the cap'n hove in. sight,
Mary Ellen, which was in the West Indian trade, and had ain't it?"
come to Blueville and invested a portion of his savings in
"Captain Norris usually takes his time when he goes
the general store.
anywhere," replied Jack.
While Captain Norris had relatives, with whom he oc" J est so," grinned the sailor. " I s'pose you're skipper
casionally corresponded, he was not troubled with visits here when he's away. You ain't his son, are ye ?"
from them, and lived with Jack as his only companion in
"No."
three rooms above the store.
" P'r'aps you're his nephew?}'
He was very fond of Jack, treating tp.e boy as if he were
"No. I'm no relation of his."
his son, and Jack thought a whole lot of him in conse" J est so," chuckled Crowe. "Cap'n married ?"
quence.
"No,'' replied Jack.
The captain was now a.bout sixty-five years of age, with
" D'ye s'pose the cap'n has a spare room fo r an old shipbushy gray whiskers ancl a thick head of hair of the same mate ?"
tinge.
J ack shook his head.
His complexion was tanned to the color of mal10gany by
" There·s only three rooms upstai rs. Captain Norris oc-
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cupies the front one, I use the small one next to it, and
the back room is kitchen and dining room combined. We've
no room for visitors."
"So there ain't nobody in the house 'cept the cap'n and
you, eh?" said the sailor, with a look of satisfaction.
"That's jest like the old man. He
always for keepin'
to himself."
At that moment the door opened and Captain Norris entered the store.
'~There's Captain Norris now," sa.id Jack.
The sailor turned, and then with a grin advanced toward the storekeeper, holding out his hand.
"I reckon I've found ye at last, cap'n, and I'm mighty
glad to see ye ag'in arter ten long years that ye managed
to put between us. Ye ain't changed much in that time,
and I don't reckon that I have, either. I'm the same old
shellback, and it ought to put ye in mind of old times to see
me once more."
Captain Norris didn't look as if he was overjoyed at
seeing one of his old hands again.
In fact, the unexpected appearance of Jim Crowe, A. B.,
seemed to give him a chill.
The boys noticed that he started back aghast and looked
much discomposed.
He made no effort to welcome the sailor, but stared at
him with mouth half open.
He started to say something, but the words died away
in his throat.
"
Evidently if Jim Crowe had expected a royal reception,
with a fatted calf in the. background, he was disappointed.

"No, I'm not," replied the storekeeper, firmly. "There's
a fortune in it for some one younger th~ me, and I've
picked out the party who's to enj'y it."
"Oh, ye have," snarled Crowe, with a wicked gleam in
his eye. "Ye have picked out someone ye mean to give
it to?"
"I have."
"And where do I come in? Half of that there gold belongs to me."
"No," replied the captain, firmly, "you never ha~ any
right to that chart at all. -If you had I would have seen that
you had a fair show along w.ith me to realize on the strength
of it."
"I never had no right to it, eh?" gritted the sailor.
"Not the slightest. You as good as murdered the man
who owned it. He gave it to me in gratitude for what I
did for him when he lay dying at the hospital in ,Rio. He
gave it to me also on the condition that I would keep ·it
from you. I swore. to do so, and I've kept my oath."
"Jest so," sneered Crowe. "Well, it ain't done ye no
good, has it?"
"Not a pa.rticle."
"Then I'd adwise ye to give it to me and save trouble."
"I doubt if you could find the island either."
"Ye needn't worry 'bout that. If I don't find the island
there's no harm done. If I do find it I'll send ye a portion
of the gold, though I don't reckon that I Q•We ye much a.rter
the way ye've treated me. However, I figure that there's
more gold on that there island than I kin spend, and I'll
allow ye are entitled to what I don't want."
"I'll make no deal of that kind with you, Crowe. I'm
going to will that paper to somebody I think the world of.
CHAPTER IL
As I expect to live some years yet the chart is safe enough
"I WANT THE CHART, AND I ':l.1 GOIN' TO HAVE IT OR YOUR till the .Lord calls on me to go."
LIFE."
"Ye may live as·long as ye think ye will, and then ag'in,"
with
a wicked leer, "ye may die sudden like. If I was a
"Ain't ye got a word of welcome for your old shipmate,
cap'n ?" grinned the sailor, sardonically, as he fixed the insurance comp'ny I wouldn't take no risk on ye as long as
retired skipper with his wicked eyes. "Maybe ye thought ye hold on to that there chart."
"Do you mean to threaten me?" demanded Captain NorI was dead and buried years ago, and ye are so overj'yed
ris, angrily.
at seein' me alive that ye can't speak."
"I reckon I ain't tellin' ye more'n ye suspect yourself,
"So it's really you, Jim Crowe," said the captain at last,
otherwise
ye wouldtrt have taken suoh precious good care to
in a hollow kind of voice that didn't seem natural to Jack
throw
me
off your scent."
or the other boys, who regarded the meeting of Captain
"You're
a conscienceless scoundrel, Jim Crowe. I have
Norris and the stranger with no little intere!lt and curiosity.
"Right ye are, cap'n; it's me, sure enough. I told ye no doubt you wouldn't hesitate to take my life if you saw
there warn't no use of ye tryin' to shake me. I ain't to be your way clear to that chart; bu,t you'll never find it, mark
shook, leastways not so long as ye hold on to that there you. It's hidden where you nor ·no one else can find it till
I die a natural death."
chart which--"
The sailor seemed considerably taken aback by the cap«Hush !" said the captain. "Come this way and ·I'll talk
tain's
words.
to you."
•
'
"Jest
so," he muttered. "Ye've hidden it. Ye've done
Captain Norris led the way to the back part of the store.
"I don't know how you managed to find me out, Crowe, this to prevent me from gettin' my rights . . Well' s'pose ye
but since you have we'll talk business right from the start." have hidden it, ain't your life worth somethin'? Do ye
"That's what I like to hear, cap'n," chuckled the visitor. want to run the risk of bein' cut off sudden like, and leavin'
"It won't do you no good to hang around this village that there dockyment as a extra hazardous risk to somekeeping your eye on me, Crowe. You won't gain anytl\ing one ye think the wo!ld of?"
"You villain !" roared Captain N OITis, seizing the sailor
by it. I haven't used the chart, and I don't expect to now."
with
both hands. "I've half a mind to"
"Ye couldn't find the island, I reckon. Ye can't tell me
"Why
don't
ye
finish
it?"
replied
Crowe,
who made not
that ye didn't look for it, for I know ye did."
the slightest resistance to the captain's attack, although bis
"I'll allow I hunted for it, but I couldn't find it."
"Then ye are willin' to give up the dockyment, are ye?" muscular frame showed that he was well able to defend

was
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himself if necessa.ry. "Why don't ye say what's in your
mind?"
"You're an infernal rascal !"
"Jest so,'' replied Crowe, coolly. "Keep on. My feelin's
is that hardened I kin stand it. I'll allow when we sailed
together ye could lay the law uown to us chaps from the
Lreak of the poop as strong as any cap'n I ever knowed.
Ye warn't no milk-and-water skipper. Ye warn't afraid of
no man 'board the hooker. But it's diff'rent now. It's been
diff'iient these ten year back. Ye are afraid of me."
"Afraid of you !"
"Ye have shown it in a doo:en wa.ys. What has changed
ye? '!.'hat there chart, and ye !mow it. Ye know I intend
to have it if-I have to take your life," the sailor hissed.
"So what's the use of tryi,n' to hold me off? Ye are takin'
chances holdin' out ag'in me. When a chap has waited ten·
year for sornethin' he's determined to git he ain't in no
humor for triflin'."
The sailor clearly meant every word he said, and Captain
Norris knew it.
However, he deemed it prudent to temporize with the
rascal.
"I'm willing to give you $500 cash, Crowe, if you'll agree
to quit the village and not return,'' he said.
"\V11at's $500 in cash when maybe there's a million in
gold hidden away on that there island?"
"A bird in the hand is worth two in the bush. There's
no certainty about the treasure being on the island even if
the chart eventually leads to the island."
. "You hand over the chart and I'll take all the chances
of findin' the island and .the gold, too," replied the sailor.
"You refuse my offer, then?"
"I wouldn't look at it. I want the chart, and I'm goin'
to have it or your life!" gritted the sailor.
"Then you'll have to take my life, for the chart you'll
never get while I'm alive."
"I'll give ye another chance. Fit out a schooner, take
·me with ye and we'll hunt for the island and gold together.
If we find the treasure we'll divide even. Then ye can go
your way and I'll go mine. Is it a bargain?"
The speaker's eyes snapped as he uttered the words.
"I'll think it over. Call here in the morning and you
shall have my answer, one way or the other," said Captajn
Norris.
Crowe :fixed the captain with his wicked eyes, and seemed
to be debating in his miJ?,d whether to give the old man
time or not.
"I'll let ye think it over;" he said finally, with a treacherous twinkle that ought to have warned the skipper
that the sailor was not to be trusted. "I'll be around for
your answer in the mornin'. See that it's yes, or it will
be wuss for ye. D'ye understand?" and Crowe turned sharp
around and walked out of the store with that peculiar rolling gait which characterizes an old sailor.
Captain Norris heaved a sigh of relief as he watched him
disappear, and then slowly walked upstairs with bent head
'and shaky step.
"The c~isis has come at last, after all these years," he
whispered to himself. "I feared it in spite of the lapse
of time. It was my hope that the rascal was dead. I knew
that as long as he lived he never would cease l~king for
1

Ille. He swore that he would track me if he spent his whole
life doing it, and he has kept his word. Well, his perseverance shall do him no good as far as the chart is concerned. My oath must be kept even at the cost of my life.
For me the treasure of the Indies has no further significance, but the chart shall be my legacy to Jack. He is
young, and plucky, and stalwart. He may be able to locate
lhe island some time, and if the treasure is there it shall
be his."
The captain entered his room and shut the door behind
him.
\

CHAPTER III.
THE CAPTAIN'S STORY.

·The three boys had watched the interview between Captain Norris and the unsavory-looking sailor in a furtive
1rny, Tom and Mat wholly forgetting the erranps that had
brought them to the store.
They only caught a word now and then when either the
captain or Crowe raised his voice above the low tone in
which they were carrying on their conversation.
The actions of the two men, however, spoke volumes, and
the boys readily believed that the subject under discussion
was a weigl;ity one.
"That sailor seems to be laying the law down to Captain
Norris," said Tom Trimble, in a low tone.
Jack could not help agreeing with him, and .he wondered
that the captain did not tbJ:ow the rascal out of the store.
The captain made no attempt to do so, however, though
when his passion momentarily got the better of him, and he
laid his hands menacingly on the sailor, the boys looked to
see a scrap, but it didn't materialize.
Finally Jim Crowe left the store and Captain Norris went
upstairs.
.
"That sailor acted as though he bad a hold over the captain," said Mat Mulford, with a suggestive shake of the
head. "Otherwise, from what I've seen of the old man, he'd
have got the bounce."
"That's rig.ht," coincided Tom. "Captain Norris isn't
a man to be trifled with, is he, Jack?"
"No, he isn't. I can't understand why he put up with
the rascal," said Jack.
"Looks very "mysterious," interjected Mat.
"It certainly does," agreed Tom. "What do you think
about it, Jack?'?
"I don't know what to think. I'm bound to say that
I don't like it. That Jim Crowe isn't up to any good coming here."
•
"I guess he'll bear watching," said Mat.
"I wouldn't like to meet him on the county road of a
dark night,'' put in Tom.
·
"Neither would I,'' said Mat. "He's a hard customer."
"Well, I must be going,'' said Tom, recollecting what
had brought him to the store. "I want two spools No. 60
black, and one spool No. 70 white, Clark's thread."
"All right,'' replied· Jack. "I'll get them for you."
He stepped across to a cabinet behind the counter on the
opposite side of the store, picked out the spools, wrapped
them up and handed them to Tom.
"Anything else?" he inquired.

i
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"He has threatened to kill me, Jack."
"No, that's all. So long," and Trimble left tj1e store.
"What for?" asked the boy, greatly startled..
"I want a package of Old Crow tobacco," said Mat.
Jack handed it to him.
"Because I have something in my possession that he
"That's all," said Mat, putting' it in his pocket. "Will covets."
"Why don't you send for the constable and h ave him
you be down to the club to-night?"
·
"I guess so," answered Jack, picking up the salesbook arrested ?"
"I've been thinking of doing that, J ack; J;>ut I fear it
and entering the two purchases in it.
While he_ was doing it 'Mat said good-bye and went away. would afford me but a temporary respite. When he got
"I'd give, a whole lot to know what that sailor had to out of jail he would, seek to carry out his· threat. I've
say to the captain," he said to himself, looking reflectively known him for the matter of fifteen years, and he's the only
at the chair by the stove last occupied by Jim Crowe. "He man I've ever felt powerless to handle."
"But if you don't have him arrested be may do you an
wasn't. a welcome visitor, that was evident. I n fact, the
captain looked surprised a.nd much disturbed as soon as he injury."
saw him. I'm afraid Mat was right ~hen he said that
"I'll have to risk it, J ack. He's coming here ·i n the
rascal has some hold over Captain Norris. I can't see how morning to get my answer to a proposition be made me.
'such a fellow as he could have any hold on the captain. I 'm On account of an obligation, a very sacred one, I entered
sure the old man. never did anything in his life that he into eleven years ago in Rio· de Janeiro, I cannot comply
was ashamed of. He isn't that kind of man. I hate any- with his stheme, even if I felt disposed to do so, and consething like a mystery. I wonder if that sailor will be back? quently I cannot say to what extremes the villain will go
I shall be tempted to show him the door if he does return, when he receives my ultimatum. Owing to this crisis in my
though if he won't take the hint there isn't much likelihood affairs I have decided that it is necessary to take you into
that I'll be able to put him out bodily. He looks as if he my confidence. I am going to tell you a story that will
could handle me with one hand. It's a pity he turned up." probably astonish 'you. It is the story of pirate gold, buried
Just then two men came in to see if any mail had come on a certain island in the Caribbean Sea."
for them.
"Pirate gold!" ejaculated Jack, in surprise.
"Yes. You remember that I have_told you many tales
. There was a paper for one of them, and the other t reated
of the pirates of the Spanish Main, and of the West Indian.
to cigars.
Then a girl came in with a jug apd asked for a quart of waters."
·
Jack nodded and waited with great interest for the old
' molasses.
While he was waiting on her Captain Norris came down- skipper to go on.
"I told you how those rascals originated; how under difstairs and re-entered the store.
He went to the stove, and seating himself in the chair ferent leaders th~ :flourished and painted the tropical seas
vacated by Jim Crowe, leaned his hea.d. on his hand and red with human blood; how they plundered richly-freighted
galleons, most of which in those days flew the flag of Spain,
dropped into a brown study.
and how they spent the bulk of their ill-gotten spoils in
himbusied
Jack
and
molasses
the
with
departed
The girl
self about the store, and waited on other customers who riotous living, and eventually ended their criminal careers,
as a rule, a.t the end of a halter. You remember all this,
came in.
At length it grew dark, and the captain still sat motion- Jack?"
"Yes, captain."
less in his chair.
"Well, my boy, you also recollect that I told you it was
Jack watched him occasionally with some uneasiness.
custom of those villains to bury their plunder when
the
It wasn't at all like Captain Norris to act in such an odd
hard pressed by justice, or when they were unable for
way.
Jack, as he started to light the lamps, was satisfied there divers reasons to dispose of accumulated swag, expecting
was something out of the common the matter with the old to recover it at some later time when a safe opportunity
presented itself."
man.
"Yes, sir. I remember all that, and I've read about it,
Whatever it was, it evidently arose from the visit of Jim
too."
Crowe.
'~Most of the stuff was no doubt dug up at a future date
However, unless the captain chose to take him into his
confidence he wasn't likely to learn anything about the and squandered by the rascals; but a good deal of this
treasure· still lies where it was originally buried, mostly in
matter.
the sands of secluded coves on unfrequented islands in the
Jack
At length Captain Norris raised his head a?d called
Caribbean Sea. It is to one of these unrecovered treasures
over to the stove.
"Jack," he said, solemnly, "I've got something to tell that my story relates," said the captain, wiping his brow
'
with his red bandana handkerchief.
you."
Jack was now an eager listener, and he waited impa"What is it, captain?"
tiently for further developments.
"You saw that sailor who was here awhile ago?"
"When I was at Rio twelve years ago," went on Captain
"Yes."
Norris, "I was one night traversing an obscure street close
"He's the gi·ea.test scom;idrel unhung."
"I believe you, captain. He's got a bad eye, and I sized to the water side when I heard a cry of 'murder!' A man
him up as a rascal when he fir5t came in the store and ran out of a narrow alley, closely pursued by another with
a lm.ife in his hand. As the first man stumbled blindly
asked for you."
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toward me, repeating his thrilling cry, the second man
closed upon him and raised his lmi£e to finish his bloody
work. I bad paused in the shadow of one 0£ the buildings
and was unnoticed by either. Seeing that murder was
about to be committed I sprang out just in time to ai·rest
the impending blow that ·would no doubt have finished the
fleeing man. As I seized the upli£1.ed arm 0£ the would-be
murderer, he turned furiously upvn me and it was then
that I recognized him as a member 0£ my crew-an able
seaman named Jim Crowe."
"Jim Crowe!" ejaculated Jack. "The man who called
here this afternoon?"
'"l'h~ identical man. He was rather staggered when he
recogmzed me as his captajn, and as I always was a. man
who stood no nonsense from my men, and they knew me,
he _made no further effort to attack me, but dropped his
km£e and stood in sullen silence until I released his a.rm
~hen he immediately took to his heels and disappeared
mto the alley whence he and the other man had just issued. I then looked for the object 0£ his murderous assault and saw him lying huddled all in a heap a dozen
feet away. He was unconscious, and I discovered that he
was bleeding from an ugly wound in his breast. At that
moment a police patrol came upon the scene and I had the
victim of Jim Crowe carried to the hospital.
"Next day I visited him. He was a sailor, stranded in
the port, and taking pity on him; I le£t orders that eve"rything possible be done for him. I went to some small
expense to see that he got nourishing food and sundry delicacies, for I felt that I owed him a duty since his assailant
was a member of my crew. The poor fellow seemed to be
grateful for the attention I gave him, and when he learned
from the surgeon that he could not live over twelve hours
he sent for me. Then I discovered that the possession 0£ ·an
old chart, disclosing the hiding place 0£ a la.roe store 0£
pirate gold, was the cause 0£ his plight. He had made the
casual acquaintance of Jim Crowe at a low drinkino house
'
0
and when somewhat under the influence 0£ liquor had told
Crowe about the chart, and the latter evidently determined
t6 get possession of it by foul means. He attacked the
man in the alley as he was leaving the house, stabbed him,
and was following up his evil work when, as I have told
you, I happened upon the scene and .defeated his purpose.
To make a long story short, the dying sailor gave me the
chart which had cost him his life, and at the same time, on
learning that Crowe belonged to my ship, made me swear
that i£ the rascal found out I had the chart, under no
consideration should he benefit even to the extent 0£ a dollar in the buried treasure. Next day the sailor was dead.
"Crowe had not returned to the ship and I gave his
description to the police. As I had to sail in a day or two
I made a deposition 0£ the affair before a notary and left
it in the hands of t'he authorities. Hardly were we in blue
waters when Jim Crowe made his appearance from the
hold, where he had been hiding with the connivance of
several of the ~rew. I called him up, told him tha.t he was
a murderer, and that I considered it to be my duty to hand
him over to the authorities 0£ Havana, whither we were
bound. He gave·me an ugly look, but said nothing. Next
day :while I was examining the chart in the cabin I hap-

pened to glance up at the open skylight and detected the
ra~cal looking down at me.
"From lhat moment his shadow has always been upon
me. I soon discovered that I hau cause to fear the same
£ate that had befallen the stranded sailor at Rio. He disappeared the night we reached Havana, but turned up a.gain
as soon as we put to sea. He had the nerve to propose that
we make a joint search for the treasure. I refused and
then he threatened me." I had him put in irons, and intended to turn him over to the police in New York, but the
day we anived he escaped with the assistance of two sailors
who were chummy 'with him. Detectives hunted £or him
in vain, but I felt that I might expect him to turn up when
I least expected it.
· "On my r:.ext trip to the tropics I made a hurried search
for the island where the treasure is, but could not locate it.
On my return voyage I repeated the quest, but without result. When I returned to New York I found that I was
constantly shadowed by the villain or somebody in his interest. I had several narrow escapes for my life, and at
length the strain proved too much for me. I resigned my
command and determined to bury myself somewhere in the
country. I selected this r<.'tirerl village, bought this store,
and have lived here undisturbed for ten yea.m.
"As time passed I believed that I had e[edually thrown
the villa.in off my track. A month ago I had an ugly dream.
I thought the rascal had found me at last. Since then
I've lived in constant fear that my dream might be realized.
To-day it was. The scoundrel has discovered me, and once
more I'm at his mercy. But he shall not get the chart,
though he kill me. Long ago I decided that the treasure on
that Caribbean island should be yours, Jack, if in the course
0£ time you were so fortunate as to ;find the place described
in the chart."
"Mine!" cried the astonished boy.
"Yes. You are young, with the probability of many
years before you. The chart shall be yours to do with as you
.
choose. It is hidden--"
At that morrient the sound 0£ cat-like steps in the room
above their heads-the captain's room-reached their ea.rs.

CHAPTER IV.
THE CHART . .

"Hark! What's that?" exclaim eel the captain.
They listened intently.
Presently they heard the cautious tread 0£ footsteps
again, followed by the fall of some small article on the .floor.
"There's someone in my room," cried the old skipper,
springing to his £eet and starting for the stairs at the back
part of the store.
Jack was.about to follow him when a small boy entered
and handed him an order for sundry supplies that his
mother wanted.
"I'll attend to it, Billy," said Jack, a.£ter glancing over
the list.
He handed the lad a few candies, placed the order on
a file, and as the door closed behind the boy, he started for
the stairs to listen at the foot, or ascend to the floor above
if he thought his presence was necessary there.
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His head dropped back and the next word died in his

He had hardly taken his stand there when he hea.rd muffled sounds of a struggle on the floor above.
That was enough for Jack.
The captain bad evidently sU:rprised the intruder and
was trying to capture him.
The boy started up the stairs, two steps at a time.
As he struck the corridor he heard a cry from the captain
followed by the words: "Villain, you have stabbed me!"
Jack's blood ran cold, and for an instant he paused
aghast. ·
Then he recqvered his nerve and dashed for the old skipper's room.
The door stood open, a gleam of light shi:ning into the
corridor, and when he reached it a dreallful sight met his
eyes.
Captain Norris lay stretched upon the fluor, like a dead
man, and standing o·ver him was Jim Crowe, )rnife in
hand, looking down at his terrible work.
With a cry of grief and rage Jack sprang upon the rascal.
The fellow, taken by surprise, started back, tripped over
the captain's body and, losing his balance, fell backward.
His head struck the cornE:r of the chimney and he rolled
over stunned, the knife falling from his grasp.
Jack paid no further attention to him, but devoted his
energies to Captain Norris, who seemed to be recovering
~
his faculties.
The boy tore open the old man's vest and shirt and saw
that he was bleeding profusely from a wound in his side.
Taking the handkerchief from his pocket he tried to
stanch the flow of blood.
The captain opened his eyes and looked at him.
"Jack," he said, feebly, "I fear I'm done for. That
villain played a march on me. He came back on the sly,
and I caught him searching my room for the chart. I
grabbed him, and in the struggle that took place between
us he knifed me. I am gi:owing weaker every moment. I
believe I am dying, Jack. But before I go I must see that
you get the chart. It is hidden in the chimney. Put your
hand up the flue. You will feel a loose brick at the back.
Remove it, and you will find the chart in the back of the
hole. Secure it at once. Do as I tell you, Jack. I want to
know you have it in your possession before I die:"
' I can find the chart any time, captain," sobbed the lad,
for he loved the old man and the prospect of his death, in
such a sudden and tragic manner, was a terrible shock to
him.
"No, no; get it now, Jack. Let me see it in your hand
and then I can die satisfied that it is beyond the reach of
that scoundrel. Where is he? Has he escaped?"
"No. He is unconsciqus on the floor."
"The chart, the. chart!" cried the skipper, with a frantic
kind of eagerness.
Jack saw that it would be necessary to humor him, so
he jumped up, stepped over to the chimney, inserted his
hand up the flue, removed the loose brick, felt around the
aperture until his fingers touched something like a small
packet, which he drew forth.
The wounded man watched his movements with feverish
interest.
"That's it, Jack," he said in a voice hardly above a whisper. "That's it. Hide it, quick! Hide--"

.
throat.
Jack thrust the packet into his pocket and sprang quickly
to the captain's side, unconscious that the sailor had recovered his senses and had heard a portion of the wounded
man's words.
"He is dead! He is dead!" moaned the boy, noting the
pallor on the old man's face and seeing how still and death'
like he lay.
Half frantic with gi:ief he felt for the skipper's heart.
To his great joy he noticed that it was still beating,
though faintly.
"I must get a doctor at once," he cried. "There isn't
a momeQ_t to be lost."
Without thinking of the ·motionless ruffian near the
chimney, he dashed out of the room, down the stairs and
into the store, where he found Tom TTimble standing with
his back against one of the counters waiting for somE'bod:y
to turn up.
He was much startled by the excited appearance of J-ack
Dalton.
"What's the matter, Jack? What's happened?"
"Murder is the matter," palpitated Jack.
"Murder!" gasped Tom, turning pale.
"Yes. That sailor came back and has stabbed the capta1n. I'm going for a doctor as quick as I can. Mind the
store, will you, till I get back?"
With those words Jack snatched up his hat and rusheCl
'
out at the door.
There were two doctors in the village, and the nearest one
lived about a quarter of a mile from the store:
Jack made for his house as fast as he could run.
•The doctor was in and the boy hurriedly acquainted him
with tlrn facts of the case. ·
The physician agreed with the lad that there was no time
to be lost.
He got his emergency bag and accompanied Jack back to
the store.
Tom was doing his best to wait on two customers who
had come in, and without stopping Jack led the doctor up
to Captain N orris's room.
The old skipper lay just as the boy had left him, and
Jack was afraid he was past all help.
Jim Crowe was gone.
The physician examined the wound and pronounced it
dangerous, but not .necessarily fatal.
He washed it with an antiseptic preparation and then
carefully bandaged it.
Though the o1d skipper had lost a good deal of ~lood,
the physician hoped that his rugged constitution would pull
him through.
With Jack's assistance he was put to bed, and this had
hardly been accomplished when the captain came to his
senses.
He was very weak and could not speak above a whisper.
He asked the doctor if there was any hope of his pulling
through, and the physician told him that he thought he
had a good chance of doing so.
It was arranged that the doctor should send a nurse to
attend to Captain Norris, since Jack would have his hands
full looking after the sto·re all by himself.
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After the physician hacl departed Jack went downstairs shape, as though it had been especially prepared fo r some
and sent Torn for the constable.
pmpose.
When that official arrived, wl1ich he did in a huny when
The paper was firm, thick and whole, and seemed like
Tom told him what had happened at the store, Jack put a ·kind of vellum.
him in possession of all the particulars of the case.
In one or two places it was discolored, and some parts of
"You say it was a sailor named Jim Crowe who stabbed the writing had faded, as we know that ink will fa.de in
Captain Norris?" said the constable.
time, yet all the words were so plain that Jack could read
them without any study or hesitation.
"Yes, sir," answered Jack.
"Why, this isn't a chart," he said, in some surprise. "It's
"Describe him, please."
merely
a bit of writing. Let me see what it says."
Jack did so, and Tom corroborated the description.
He held the paper up close to the lamp and read the fol''If the captain i's in a. critical condition I had better
fetch the justice pere and have his ante-mortem statement lowing, in large, legible handwriting:
taken."
"LUCAYOS. Little Key abt 4 Leagues N E Grand
"Dr. Harper said that he thought he'd pull through
Caicos. L. abt 71-16. L. abt 21-30. Big mound close to
owing to his strong constitution."
"Well, Dr. Harper ought to be a gooa judge of the rnan·s W end of island. Entrance facing E abt midway N-S.
condition. Still, it's well to be on the safe side. I think his Dig 1 F, N. W.' 1
statement ought to be taken, finyway. Can I go up and
see him?"
That was all, and to say the truth it was not very inJack said he could, and accompanied the constable to telli'gible to Jack.
He was very much disappointed to find that this soCaptain N orris's bedside.
called
chart, pointing the way to a pirate's treasur13, was, at
As the old skipper was not in condition to answer quesurst
sight,
at least, little better than so much Greek to
tions without weakening himself, the officer concluded to
him.
postpone getting his statement for the present.
It was impossible for him to go to the captain now and
He went away to start an immediate search for the rasask for an explanation.
cally sajlor.
That would have to bo deferred till the old skipper grew
In a short time the nurse came to attend the captain .
'lieticr,
if he ever did.
When Jack came downstnirs again he found Mat MulJack,
however, was curious to learn the meaning of the
ford in the store with Tom.
writing as soon as he could, and he thought he would try
Jack locked up the place and the three boys sat around
and see if he· could study it out for himself.
tho stove and ta.1ked about the advent of Jim Crowe in the
He first tackled the word "Lucayos."
Yillage, and the well-nigh fatal attempt he had made on the
"That must be the name of the island," he argued. "It's
captain's life.
a liltle .key, or island, about four leagues, that is twelve
Although Jack, having heard the old skipper's story, miles, northeast of Grand Caicos. That's easy enough to
knew the reason that prompted the villain's desperate act, read, but what is Grand Ca.icos ?"
he did not consider that he ought to explain ma.tters to
He had never heard of such a place as Grand Caicos
his companions, though they were his particular friends.
before, and was inclined to believe that it was a town on
In fact, he cou ld not have made matters clear without some island in the Caribbean Sea.
telling the story of the chart, and that he did not propose
As Jack believed in doing things methodically, before
to do.
proceeding further he got his geography, which had a very
Torn and Mat were both satisfied that the sailor had a good map o.f the West Indies, and opened it up at the
strong grudge against Captain Norris to cause him to make proper place.
a murderous assault on the old man.
Starling with the Bahama Islands where they began off
They hazanlcd a dozen reasons to account for Jim the southeastern coast of Florida, he took each one in turn
Crowe's animosity against his former commander, but not and studied every name printed on the map.
one· came anywhere near hitting the tnith.
He met with no encouragement till he drew near the end
Jack had little to say on the subject, though his chums of the group, at a point directly north of Hayti, ·then his
plied him with numerous questions, thinking they might heart gave a great thump when he saw the name N. Caicos
get a clue to the mystery through his answers.
attached to a small isfaricl, and then right near it a larger
In the end they went home as much in the dark as ever. island labeled Grand Caicos.
\\'hen Jack \rent to his room, after looking in on the
"Why, it's an island!" he exclaimed, with a thrill of satcaptain and learning from the nurse that the skipper was isfaction. "The little key where the treasure is buried is
re-ling easily, he lighted his lamp and then, full of boyish twelve miles northeast of this place."
curiosity, he took tho packet that had caused at least one
He studied the location with no little curiosity.
murder and nearly two, out of his pocket and started to
There was no little island marked on the school map.
examine it.
"I dare say it's down on a regular ship's chart, all right.
Unwrapping an outer covering of several folds of an olrl Probably it's too insignificant to find a place on such a map
newspupcr, Jack found a piece of stout paper folded twice. as this. Now, if it was down on a ship's chart of these
Opening it out with care, it proved to be about six inches waters how is it that Captain Norris failed to find it in
one wily by four the other, perfectly regular in its oblong two attempts?"
·
.
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That was a puzzler for Jack.
While he was ittudying the map before him he noticed a
word in small type, enclosed in parentheses, directly under
the worcls "Ba11a.ma I slands."
He lookccl at it closely and saw that it spelled "Lucayos."
'rhen he understood that Lucayos was the former or
original name for the Bahama Islands.
"So that isn't the name of the little island after all.
Its presence on the paper means that the little key is one 0£
the Baliama Islands. I'm beginning to understand this
writing, alter all," he said, gleefully. "I'll bet nine dollars that I'll get at the bottom 0£ it before I'm done."
Having mastered the first part of the writing to his satisfaction, he took up the next sentence, which was a short
one, "L. abt 71-16."
It took him about fifteen minutes to translate this into
"Longitude, 71 degrees, 16 minutes," west, 0£ course.
Then naturally the next sentence meant "Latitude, 21
degrees, 30 minutes" north.
'11 he next was easy : "Bigtmound close to the west end 0£
the island."
The next was also simple: "Entrance to the mound £aced
to the east, about midway north and south."
'Ihe last read easily to his way of thinking: "Dig one
foot northwest," but still it didn't seem to be quite clear
as a definite direction.
Jack decided to write the whole thing down on another
piece of paper, so that if,by any chance he lost the original
he would have a copy that would answer fully as well £or
all practical purposes.
So he got a clean piece 0£ notepaper and made the fol·
l?wing copy :
"Lucayos, or Bahama Islands. The little key (island)
about twelve miles northeast 0£ Grand Caicos Island.
Longitude about 71 deg. 16 min. Latitude about 21 deg.
30 min. Big mound close to west epd of island, entrance
to which £aces east about midway north and south. Dig
one foot, northwest."
"There," said Jack, with a feeling of satisfaction, "I
guess I've got it down all right. I'll show it to the captain
when he gets better. Perhaps he'll be able to make the last
sentence clearer to me."
·w ith those words Jack folded up the copy and placed ·it
in· his vest pocket.
At that moment he thought he heai·d a noise at the window.
!Turning his head quickly he saw something that made
his heart almost stop bea~ing.
It was the face 0£ Jim Crowe pressed against the glass
of one 0£ the lower panes, his baleful eyes glaring full at
,
the b<>y.
CHAPTER V.
THE HOLDUP AT TIIE BRIDGR

For a moment the two stared at each other without moving, Jack fascinated by the basilisk gaze of the murderous
rascal, then Jim Crowe lifted hi s arms to the sash, threw
up the window, and proceeded to crawl into the room.
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"Stop V' cried Jack.
There was something in the boy;s ringing tones that
arrested the scoundtel, and he paused with his knee on the
sill and his body half through the opening.
Jack looked around £or a weapon with which to defend
himself, but saw nothing that seemed available for the purpose.
After favoring the boy with a deep scowl Crowe's features
relaxed into an ugly kindzof grin.
"I'll trouble ye, sonny, for that dockyment ye have in
your hand. Hand it over and I won't hurt ye. I came
all the way from New York to get it from my bld cap'n
who wanted to defraud me 0£ it. f£ he'd acted squarely
with his 9ld shipma.te he wouldn't have got hurt."
"What do you·want with it?" asked Jack, to gain time to
think.
"That's niy business, sonny. That there dockyment belongs to me. The cap'n hadn't no right to keep me out of
it. I've been huntin' £or him ten years to get it back.- Now
he thought to fool me by givin' it to you. But I was too
sharp £or him. P 'haps ye don't know the clanger 0£ holdiu'
on to that there chart. Then I'll tell:ye. What happened
to the cap'n happened to another man twelve years ago,
and it's likely to happen to ye i£ ye don't turn it over to
me. Possesshun may he nine p'ints 0£ the law, but the
p'int 0£ a knife is a more powerful argyment than all the
law in the world. So hand it over i£ ye would save your
skin."
"Never!" cried Ja.ck, desperately.
"Then I'm sorry for ye, sonny," replied Crowe, with an
evil grin. "I ain' t got nothin' ag'in ye 'cept your objecshun to part with that chart. Since I've made up my mind
to get it, no matter what the risk, I'm thinkin' ye'll have
to give it up whether ye have a mind to or not."
With the ability of a cat he made a sudden leap into
the room.
As he did so, Jack snatched the lamp from the braclfot
and threw it full at him.
It struck him square in the chest.
The chimney broke into a score 0£ pieces, the :flame of
the wick flared up, igniting his flannel shirt front, which
was spattered with oil, and in another moment his chest
was a mass of flame.
As the lamp fell to the :floor and rolled on its side, the
wick still alight, Jim Crowe uttered a wild yell 0£ rage and
terror, and began beating out the fire that was fast enveloping bis shirt.
J a.ck, who was wor.ked up to a high pitch 0£ excitement,
sprang at him and struck him a heavy blow. in the face.
The sailor staggered back and fell out 0£ the window.
He would probably have broken his neck by the fall but
for the fact that his body landed upon the ladder by which
he had ascended, ancl <>ne of his arms passing through an
upper rung arrested his downward progress enough to
save him.
After hanging for a moment in midair he slid to the
ground, landing in a heap at the foot and rolling over on
his £ace.
The grass extinguished the fire and he lay for solllc minutes thoroughly dazed.
Jack snatched up the la:m.p and held the flame above his
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bead, looking. down at him, until he felt a hand on his
shoulder, and turning around saw the nurse looking a.t
him with a startled face.
·
"What's the matter?" the old woman asked.
"The rascal who stabbed the captain was in this room . I
threw the lamp at him and he tumbled out of the window.
There he is now ~t the foot of the la<lder. We must secure
him before he c_an lecover and get .a.way."
The ladder had been dislodged so that it was out of the
boy's reach.
"Come," said Jack, "we must go downstairs and out the
back way."
Thrusting the chart, which he had held in his left hai1d
all the time, into his pocket, he rushed from the room, down
the stairs and into the store.
Reaching for several pieces of short line that hung from
a hook on the wall, he opened the back door and sprang
outside.
But when he ran around the corner of the building he
was only in time to see the figure of the sailor vanishing
into the gloom.
"Too late!" he muttered in a tone of disappointment.
"I thought I had him."
Satisfied that it was dangerous as well as useless 'to pursue Jim Crowe, he can-ied the ladder into the store, made
the door fast again, and returned upstairs.
The nurse, who had not followed him, evidently wanted
an explanation, and Jack told her as much as he thought
necessary.
When she retired he got a hammer and some nails ancl
secured his window so that it could not be opened again.
Then, confident that the rascal would hardly pay him another visit that night, he undressed himself and went to bed.
He was up as usual with the sun, which rose about a
quarter to six, and his first thought was of Jim Crowe, and
next of the precious chart.
Looking out of the window he saw by the rumpled grass
and patches of kicl{ed-up earth where the rascal bad fallen,
and perhaps Jack half wished that the scoundrel had broken
his neck, for he richly deserved such a fate.
After making his toilet, the boy went in to see how the
captain was getting on, and was pleas~d to learn that he
was no worse, and perhaps a trifle better.
Then he went into the kitchen, lit the fire in the stove
and started to get breakfast for himself and the nurse.
While thus engaged his thoughts were busy with the
chart.
He realized that from now on, unless the rascal was arrested and sent to the State's prison for his latest crime,
Jim Crowe would shadow him with the same dogged perseverance with which he had hu_nted for Captain Norris.
As long as the villain believed the chart to be in bis
possession he would be in danger of an m1expected attack,
the consequences of which were not cheerful to think of.
His only real safety lay in the capture of the sailor by
the village authorities, and he determined to spur them up
that morning with the story of his last night's adventure.
Jack regarded the chart as a kind of sacred trust given
him by the captain for bis future advantage, and he determine~, be the risk what it might, that Jim Crowe-should
never get jt i01to his clutches.

"Where shall I hide it?" he said to himself. "I think
its original resting place in the chimnel of the captain's
room is the best place for it. I'll put it up at the first
chance I get. In the meanwhile it's hardly safe to carry
it about with me. That scoundrel may lie in wait for me
when I go £or the mail this afternoon. I think I'll get Mat
or Tom to go with me for the next few days as a kind 0£
protection. He might think twice before attacking the two
of us. At any rate, an ounce 0£ prevention is worth a
pound of cure."
After thinking of several places to hide the chart for
the time being, Jack, loath to let it out of hill reach, finally
decided to stow it between the sole of his stocking and bis
foot.
So, wrappi11g it up in a piece of brown paper, be soon
had it out of sight.
AfLer a hasty breakfasL he opened the .store and made a
fresh fire in the stove.
Customers began to drop in and ask about Captain Norris, and by and by the doctor came to visit the captain.
When he came <lownstairs he told Jack that the wound
was not as bad as he had at first supposed it to be, a:Qd that
Captain Norris, with proper care, would recover.
Jack was very glad to hear this good report, and he began to feel ligl1t-hearted once more, in spite of the fact that
Jim Crowe was secreted somewhere in the neighborhood.
The constable came in to learn how the captain was getting on, and Jack told him what the physician said.
' "That's good," said the officer. "My two deputies are
out looking for that rascal and I am in hopes of landing
him in the lockup to-day."
Then Jack astonished him with the account of bis last
night's encounter with the sailor.
"The rascal must have it in for the captain hard," said
the constable, thinking that Oro·we had returned for the
purpose of :finishing bis victim.
Jack didn't undeceive him, as to do so would call for an
explanation which be didn't care to make.
After school 'l'om 'l'rimble dropped into the store to see
Jack and :find out how the captain was.
"If you haven't anything better to do, Tom, I wish you'd
go with me for the mail by and by," sai<l Jack.
"All right," replied Tom, "I'm with you. How about
the store?"
"I'm going to lock up while I'm away."
"I suppose you've had a goocl many visitors to-day,"
said Tom.
"Yes. You' d thillk half the village was here off :md
on to ask about Captain Norris. He's very popular with
the people, and they a.re all sorry to hear of the attack made
upon him by the sailor."
"The fellow hasn't been arrested yet, has lie?"
"Not to my knowledge. I guess he's as cunning as an
old fox, and will be hard to catch. What <lo you think?
He hacl the nerye to come back here after you and l\fat left
last night."
"You don't mean it!" exclaime<l Tom, clearly astonished.
, "I do mean it," and Jack told his friend all the particulars of Orowe's visit, except that part relating to th e chart.
That gave 'l'om the same idea that the constable had, that
the sailor had retm'ned to finish the captain.
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\\'hen the time came for J ae;k to go Lo the station for the
mail he left Tom lo look after the store while he went to the
barn _t.o hitch up the light wagon.
He found Mat Mulford in the store when he drove around
in front.
Mat wanted to go to the station, too.
"You can go, but there isn't room on the seat for three "
'
said Jack.
"What's ihe matter with putting a box in and I'll sit
behind you?" said Mat.
There was no objection to this arrangement and it was
'
carried out.
About half-way to the station the road led through a
wood ~here a nanow stream, connecting with Great South
Bay, was crossed by a bridge.
It was at this point that, had he been alone Jack would
have feared an ambush on the part of Jim Cr~we, as it offered many advantages for such a thing owing to the dense
shrubbery that grew along the road.
Now that he had two stout companions with him the
store boy was not troubled with any apprehensions on the
s~bject.

'.':a:eno !" excl~imed Tom, when they reached the bridge,
pomtmg at a rusty-lookin~ sloop lying half hidden among
the rushes, "whose craft is that, and where did it come
·
from?" .
"Give it up," replied Ja.ck. "I saw it tb.ere yesterday
afternoon when I passed here."
"You _don't suppose that it belongs to that sailor, do
you?" said Tom.
This suggestion rather startled Jack, and he looked hard
at the lonesome-looking and apparently deserted craft as
they drove slowly across the bridge.
. "Well, it might," replied Jack, as he started the mare
mto a trot.
"Then we'd better put the constable on to it when we
get back," said Mat.
"There wouldn't be any harm in you doing so on your
way home," replied Jack.
'rhey reached the staiiou a few minutes be.fore the train
was dtw and hitched the horse to a. tree while they a.U went
on the platform.
"Hello, Jack," said tho station agent. "You'll have some
.
t. ime io wait· for your mail-pouch."
· tl
"I::r
:iow rn. mt?" ash.ed the boy in surprise.
"'rhe irain will be late. There's been a washout down
.
near Car1meville and traffic both ways is held up."
"You don't say! How long do you suppose I'll have to
wait?"
"I couldn't tell you, but I guess some time."
This wasn't particularly pleasant new for the bovs but
they had to make the best of it, since it was Jack'~ 'auty
·
to wait for the mail, even if it took several hours.
'o they proceeded to kill time as best they could.
It was something over two hours before the train pulled
in at the station.
Jack shoved the outgoing pouch aboard the mail car and
received the one. containing the mail for Blueville.
He tu_mbled it, into the wagon, as his companions got in,
1
1\fat Laking Toms place on the seat for the return trip.
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Unhitching the mare,. Jack climbed up and started .for
the village.
He whipped up the horse, as he was anxious to- get back
to the store.
It was dark before they reached the wood, and J a.ck kept
his eyes skinned when they entered it.
He hardly expected to encounter Jim Crowe, but deemed
it prudent to keep on the lookout.
They struck the bridge at a good clip and were dashing
across it when the mare fetched up as if she had hit a stone
wall.
A stout rope stretched across the further end of the
bridge was the cause of her sudden stoppage.
The shock toppled Mat .and J a.ck backward off the seat,
and sent Tom and the box :floundering in the bottom of
the wagon.
A stalwart figure darted out of the bushes, climbed into
the wagon, and singling J a.ck out, yanked him from the
vehicle, half-dazed as he was, and dragged him away.
CHAPTER VI.
IN THE HANDS OF JIM CROWE.

It didn't take Jack many moments to realize that he was
in the clutches of a powerful man, and though he couldn't
see the fellow's face in the darkness he knew that it must
'be Jim Crowe who had trapped him .
He put up a desperate struggle to get free, but the rasca.Uy sailor was twice as strong as he was, and paid little
attention to his efforts.
He had a strangle-hold on the boy, and Jack, seeing that
the scoundrel had him dead to rights, began shouting for
help, hoping that Tom and Mat would come to his rescue .
Jim Crowe crashed down through the bushes toward the
stream, dragging the boy with him.
He was aiming for the rnsty black sloop, moored to the
stump of a tree by a slip-knot, such as sailorrs know how to

make.
In the meantime Tom and Mat pulled themselves logether and stood up in the stalled wagon.
"What the dickens did we run against?" askea Mat, rubbing a lump on the back of his head. "One would think
we'd struck a fence from the way we fetched up. The road
seems clear enough as fa1· as I can see."
"Ask me something_eas1"e1·, Mat, 11 repl1"ed Tom, w1.th a
rueful grimace, not apparent in the gloom. "Blamed i:f
I know what we struck, though I'll swear I hit the bottom
of the .wagon ha.rel enough to put a hole through it."
"Where's Jack?" asked Mat. ·
"I don't know where he is. · I guess he's looking for the
(
obstn1ction."
"Help! Tom! Mat! Help!" came the voice of Jack
at that moment.
"Hello!" said Mat. "There's Jack's voice now. He's in
some trouble and is shouting for us. Come on, let's see
·
what's the trouble."
Both boys leaped from the wagon, slipped past the horse
and then fetched up against the rope which had stopped
•
the mare.
It took them both acrosc their necks, and they went down
·
like a couple of tenpins.
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Jim Crowe was a bit staggered by their unexpected ap"Gr~at Scott!" gasped Mat. "What was that?"
"That's what I want to know," gurgled Tom. "Some- pearance.
He ·hurled an imprecation a.t them, and ordered them off
thing hit me across the throat. I won't be able to swallow
.
the sloop.
for a week."
Mat, resolutely.
replied
Jack,"
without
go
don't
"We
'I'hey struggled on their feet only to go do-wn again, as
him?"
with
done
you
have
"What
their heads this time came in sudden contact with the rope.
"Suffering Egypt! Is the road bewitched?" roared Mat. . "None of your blamed business, ye young monkey. Get
"Gee whiz! There's something doing that's mighty mys- ashore, both of ye!"
"Not on yO'llr life, Jim Crowe. We're not afraid of you.
terious."
want Jack and we're going to have him."
We
"Help! Help! Help!" shouted the half-strangled Jack,
are, eh?" snarled the sailor. "I'll see if ye are!"
"Ye
as Crowe yanked him through the bushes.
at the boys.
rushed
He
The two boys got up more carefully and then saw what
his lmife about him he disdained to use it
had
he
If
had upset them.
he expected to crush with his ponderous,
whom
lads,
the
on
."Why, it's a rope stretched across the end of the bridge!"
like a couple of sledge hammers.
were
which
:fists,
hairy
said Mat, in some astonishment. "That's what stopped the
his head.
at
blow
a
aimed
Mat
horse and played the deuce with all of us. Who ccmld have
coming, a.nd throwing up his
stick
the
saw
sailor
The
put it there, and wha.t for?"
arm grabbed it as it descended.
"Mat! Tom! Help!" came again from Jack.
With a jerk he yanked the brave boy toward him, struck
"Jack is certainly in some trouble down near the creek," him in the face, and tumbled him down the short stairw1J,y
said Mat. "Maybe he is stuck in the mud and water. leading to the cabin.
Come on," and he started off in the direction of the hail.
Then he sprang at Tom, snatched the stick from his
"What co-uld have taken him down there?" asked Tom, grasp, and grabbing him bodily, threw him on top of Mat.
as he followed his companion.
The two boys were thus placed hors du combat in no
"How do I know? He's there, at any rate, and he's call- time at all.
ing for us to help him out of some scrape."
Jim Crowe slipped his mooring rope, hoisted the jib and
The boys said nothing more, but made all haste to reach then the mainsail, made the sheets fast, and went to the
·
their hapless companion.
helm as the sloop ga.tbered way ancl pointed her nose down
They struggled through the bushes in the darkness, half the creek in the direction of Great South Bay.
afraid tha.t they m1ght :find themselves in the mire and
The wind was light and the little craft didn't make very
water before they knew where they were.
rapid progress.
"Help! Help!" shouted Jack, not far away.
The sailor secured the tiller so that the sloop would hold
"Shut up, ye infernal young sculpin, or I'll choke the her course steadily down the creek, and then, with a couple
wir.d out of ye!" came a second and decidedly hoarse voice of pieces of rope in his hand, he went forward to where Tom
to their ears.
and Mat were just recovering from the effects of their enTo~ and Ma.t recognized the tones as belonging to Jim counter with him.
Crowe, the murderous sailor, and they both came to a sudHe reached down, and seizing Tom, hauled him up on the
den halt.
deck, where, in spite of his struggles, he bound his hands
"It's the rascal who stabbed Captain Norris," said Tom, behind his back.
·
in a tremulous whisper.
Mat was not so easy a victim, and Crowe had to handle
"I know it is," returned Mat. "He's got bold of Jack him pretty roughly before he could render him as harmless
a.nd Lord knows wba.t be means to do to him."
as his companion.
"Now, ye pair of sculpins, see what ye get by buttin' in/
"What shall we do?" palpitated Tom, who had a terrified
vision of a knife coming bis way in the darkness, if he and where ye ain't got no business. Lie there, both of ye, till
I make up my mind whether I'll feed ye to the :fishes or
his companion went too fa.r.
"Do!" cried Mat, who was full of spunk. "We've got put ye ashore somewhere along the Sound."
Having said his say, Jim Crowe returned to the tiller and
to help Jack out. We can't desert him when he's in
proceeded to guide the sloop down the creek to the point
trouble."
where it connected with the Bay.
"But, suppose--"
"Suppose nothing! Come on," and b~ dashed forward.
Tom foUowed, ashamed to hold back.
CHAPTER VII.
He was not wanting in courage, but the reputation the
THE SECRET OF THE CHART.
sailor had already made in the village had its effect on him.
The two lads reached the edge of the creek where the
In the course of twenty minutes the little vessel was- in
sloop lay just as Crowe had thrust Jack into the ca.bin, and Great South Bay, with her head to the west.
shut the door on him.
Crowe once more secured the helm, and then went to the
He was hastening to slip the moorings . when Mat, fol- door of the ca.bin, which he unfastened and entered.
A dim light from a. swinging lantern partially dispelled
lowed by Tom, came piling over the bows of the craft.
"Hi, there, you rascal, what are you doing with .Tack Dal- the gloom, and showed the :figure of Jack Dalton stretched
ton?" demanded Mat, advancing aft with a stout stick in out on the :floor with his bands and feet bound.
"Now, you son of a sea cook, I'm goin' to 'tend to your
his hand.
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case," said the sailor, with an evil leer. "Ye nearly done ' ain't got no objecshun to you callin' me all the names that
me up last night, so·ye can't complain if I fix ye for keeps ye kin think of if it will do ye any good. I reckon this
now that I have ye in my power. First of all, I'm goin' · here applicashun to your bare skin'll make ye tell where
to see if ye have that chart about ye. If so, p'raps I'll let ye've hid the chart. I've seen stubborner chaps than ye
up on ye."
come to the scratch when fire was brought ag'in the soles
He began a close search of Jack's clothes.
of their feet."
From his vest pocket he drew forth the copy the boy had
With another crafty chuckle he bega.n pulling Jack's
made of the vellum document.
stocking off.
The rascal took down the lantern and examined it.
"Hello, sonny! What have ye got in your stockin'?
. "So that's . wha~ I saw ye d.oin' .last night-copyin' the Bla~ed if I don't be~ieve_ it's the chart," he added, shaking
~ chart,'' he said, with a sarcastic gnn. "Well, ye kin have the little packet out m his hand.
it back. It's no good to me, no more'n the chart was to my
It took him but fifteen seconds to assure himself that
old cap'n. The man who gave it to him didn't tell him the such was the fact.
real secret of the paper. So he followed the writin' and
"Ye are more clever than I took ye to be," he said, with
went on a wild goose chase. Ye kin dp the same if ye ever a satisfied chuckle. "And I never thought that it was in
get the chance. I know how to get the real meanin' out of your stockin'. That saves ye from a scorchin', sonny. I
that there dockyment. The chap told me while he was three reckon ye have got off easy. This here chart wouldn't have
sheets in the wind, an.cl but for my old cap'n buttin' in done ye no more good than it clicl the cap'n. He hunted for
I'd have been livin' in clover these twelve years. However, that there key accordin' to direcshuns, and he didn't find it,
I reckon it ain't too late yet, pervided I get the chart, and though the latitud!) and longitude is writ down here as
I mean to get it if I have to go back to the village and s'arch plain as daylight, till it would seem jest like plain sailin'
the cap'n's house from cellar to rnof. Ye've either got it to go to that there ishmd. Ye'ye got a copy of it in your
about ye or ye've hidden it. l£ ye haven't it in your clothes pocket, which ye kin keep, and go huntin' for it on your own .
ye'll tell me whe:re ye've hidden it or it'll be wuss for ve."
hook some day if ye've a mind to. But ye might sail around
While Jim Crowe was talking he was searching ·Jack's that there Grand Caicos till ye was gray-headed and ye
garments, and feeling every inch of the cloth of his jacket wouldn't find no little ]):ey, leastaway not the little key
and his vest to see if he'd sewed it into the lining.
where the gold is buried. P'raps ye don't believe me? I'll
Jack mainta.ined a dogged silence, hoping that the rascal jest show ye. Ye kin go back to the cap'n then and tell
would ·not think of searching his right stocking.
him how he failed to find the island. This here writin'
As he met with nothing but disappointment the fellow's ain't the keyrect direcshun. It was put there to fool any
temper grew steadily worse.
one what hadn't no right to the chart. The chap that give
Finally he pulled off Jack's shoes and looked into both it to my old cap'n forgot, or didn't want to give the secret
of them.
away to him. But he gave .it away to me when his brains
The boy's heart jumped into his mouth, for he expected was thick with licker. Now, look at the back of that there
nothing else but that his stockings would come off next, and chart. Ye don't see no writjn' on it, do ye?" he grinned.
then the chart would come to light.
The rascal held the vellum against the hot glass of the
As cunning as the rascal was he didn't suspect the real lantern chimney for a few minutes.
hiding place of the chart, much to Jack's relief.
When he took it a.way it was no longer blank, but covered
The sailor made a second and more careful search of his with a faded kind of writing.
prisoner's garments, and as he didn't find what he was
"There ye are. There's the keyrect latitude and longiafter, he gave up the quest, fully satisfied that the boy had tude, which ain't near Grand Caicos at all, but near anoiher
hidden the paper somewhere about the captain's house.
island 250 miles or more from it. Now ye understand why
"I see ye haven't got it," he said, with an ugly scowl. the cap'n couldn't find the little key. He was huntin' in
"Well, ye'll tell !11e where ye've hid it or I'll make ye wish the wrong place for it. When ye see him ag'in ye kin tell
ye'd never been born. Come, out with it! What have ye him all about it. Ye see now tha.t that there copy ye made
done with it?"
ain't worth the paper it's writ on, so ye're welcome to keep
"You won't find out from me,'' replied Jack, firmly.
it. Ye made the marks out mighty well, considerin' ye
"Won't I? I'll see if I won't. When a bird won't sing ain't no sailor. The only mistake ye made was ye writ down
he must be made to. I reckon I kin make ye warble afore 'dig one foot northwest.' That there 'F' don't stand for
I get through with ye."
feet, but for fathom, which is six,feet. Since ye'll never see
Crowe got a piece of rope and tied Jack's right leg to the mound on the treasure key I don't mind giviu' ye .that
one of the legs of the small stationary table.
piece of informashun. It might do ye some good if ye
Then he took down the lantern, opened it and took out ever should find · another treasure chart with that there
the lamp.
letter in it."
"Now, sonny, ye gave me a taste of fire last night, and
The last sentence he spoke ironically, for he knew there
ye knocked me out of the winder on top of it," he said, with wasn't much chance of Jack ever getting hold of another
a villainous scowl. "I'm goin' to let ye taste of fire to- chart like the one he held in his hand.
night, jest to see how ye'll like it yourself."
Jim Crowe folded up the chart, from which the char"You scoundrel!" groaned Jack, who realized what the acters traced in sympathetic ink on the bac)<: of it had alsailor was up to.
ready faded away, and put it carefully in his pocket.
"That's right, sonny. Spit it out," chuckled Crowe. "I
Then he released the boy's leg from the table leg, re-

I
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"Your friend Jack kin do that for ye. Now, vamose !"

tumcd the lantern to the hook where it had swung before,
antl went on deck.
Jack lay still and thought over what had just happened.
He was staggered by the strange revelation of the real
secret of the chart.
No wonder Captain Nonis had failed to discover the ]ittle island where the treasure was buried.
"'fhat rascal seems to be the only one a:fter all that the
chart was any good to," he muttered, "for he alone knew
about the secret writing on the back of the paper. The
captain will be wild when I tell him about it, and how the
villain got the chart away from me. It seems strange that
fate should play into the haJ.'lds of such a scoundrel. But
it has, and that's all there is to it. · I wonder what he'll do
with me now? Land me somewhere alono- shore and then
sa.il for the island, I suppose; that is, if he's got grub
enough aboard to last him for the trip and the time he
expects to remain on the key. He must be so}\l1ething of a
navigator if he hopes to reach the latitude and longitude
where the island is. Most sailors like him couldn't do it
no more than they could fly, even if they had spent the
most of their lives at sea. He'll have to have a quadrant,
and be able to use it, and then be able to firure out his position on a regular chart of the Caribbean ~aters. I never
would imagine that be knew enough to do that. Maybe he
means to take a navigator as partner with him. He could
do that all right, if he's willing to divide the treasure on
any reasonable basis. At any rate I'm out of it, which is
pretty hard luck. In fact, I never was in it. Neither was
Captain Norris. The secret writing on the back of the
chart seems to be the key of the whole thing. Neither the
captain nor I would probably have ever learned of its existence, ancl consequently the chart would have been valueI
less to us."
Such was the tenor of Jack's thoughts as he lay helpless
on the floor of the cabin.
He was not aware that Tom and Uat were also :prisoners
on board the sloop, though he had heard the rumpus on deck
before the sailor slipped his moorings in the creek.
About all he knew was that the little craft was out on
Great South Bay, and that the water was not rQ.ugh.

Tom and Mat obeyed the order, and lined up on the
shore waiting for Jack to join them.
Presently Jack walked out of the cabin followed by the
sailor.
Without a word he stepped on the beach.
As soon as he did so, Crowe slipped the mooring rope,
and the sloop drifted off till the wind filled her sails, ·and
then the sailor headed her for the channel.
"Good-bye, sonny," he said, in great good humor. "I'm
obleeged to ye for bringin' me that there chart. Maybe I'll
remember ye in my last will and testyment. Tell my old
cap'n that I'm sorry I did him up, but I reckon he's too
tough a knot to turn up his toes easily. Tell him that me
and the gold will soon be on good terms."
The rascal took off his hat, waved it ironically, and was
.
. .
soon lost in the gloom of the night.
The boys looked after the receding sloop as long as it
remained a blot on the water, and then they looked at eacrr
other.
"Out us loose, Jack," said Mat.
"All right," replied Dalton, whipping out his knife and
beginning on Mat's bonds. "I didn't know you fellows w~re
aboard until that scoundrel released me from the cabm.
How did it happen that he carried you and Tom off?"
Mat explained how it came about.
"Well, I'm much obliged to you both for trying to help
me, but Jim Crowe is a mighty tough proposition, and I
don't wonaer that he did the two of you up," said Jack,
cutting Tom free of his fetters.
"Where the dickens are we now?" said Tom, looking
around in. the darh"Iless.
"Somew,here along the south shore of Great South Bay,
I should judge," replied J a.ck.
"How are we going to get back home? We can't walk
across the bay."
. There was no doubt about that fact, and the three boys
·
.
gazed blankly at each other.
"I wouldn't ca.re so much if it wasn't that the horse :md
wagon with the mail-pouch was left standing on the
said Jilek. "Then the captain being under the
bridrre"
0
.
'
too, with the nurse waiting for me to get bac k·, is
'rcather,
rather tough."
CHAPTER VIII.
The boys started to walk slowly eastward while they canLOST IN THE FOG.
.
rnssed the situation.
In about fifteen minutes they arrived near the end of
For an hour or so longer the sloop sailed along and then
Jim Crowe ran her close in to a small island just north of the island.
Suddenly Tom gave a shout and rushed clown to the
Fire Island, which forms part of the narrow strip of shore
•
edge.
water's
Bay.
South
Great
of
bovndary
southern
the
marking
"Here's a boat, fellows," he cried, joyfully. "There's a
A short distance away was a channel connecting the bay
pair of oars in her. We can row back to the north shore,
"·ith the great ocean outside.
It ran between Oak Island ancl Fire Island, and at the and then we'll be able to walk to the village."
Luck had evidently run in their favor, and Jack and
extreme point of the former flashed the Oak Light.
The sailor stepped ashore and se~ured the sloop to a large Mat were just as pleased as Tom was over the discove~y of
-;;tone.
the boat.
Jack struck a match and examined the little craft.
Then he returned on board.
"Now, you young shavers," he said to Tom Trimble ancl · The first thing he saw was a :fine shotgun lying across
:Mat Mulford, "I'm goin' to let ye go, and your friend with the seats.
Then there was a hamper forward which looked as if it
ye. So get up and jump on 'to the beach while I fetch
contained provisions.
t'other chap out of the cabin."
'"This era.ft belongs to some sportsman who was out
"Aren't you going to cut our arms loose?" asked Mat.
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shooting. It must have slipped its moorings and floated
away, leaving him marooned somewhere along shore. One
person's misfortune is often another person's good luck,"
s.<.lid Jack.
"Let's see what's in the hamper," said Mat. "Looks to
me as if it was grub. If it is it's mighty welcome, for rm
so hungry I could chew a tenpenny nail."
"Me, too," chimed in Tom, his mouth watering at the
prospect of food .
They examined the hamper and :found it stuffed with
sandwiches, a whole pie and a quart bottle of milk.
"Oh, my!" cried Tom. ''Do we have supper or don't
we?"
•
·
"I'll pllt it to a vote," grinned Jack. " Those in favor
of eating this grub will say 'aye.' "
l\fat and Tom yelled "Aye" at once.
'' The mo·tion is carried unanimously. We'll proceed to
eat, and then we'll row a.cross the bay, each of us taking his
turn at the oars."
·There wasn't much left in the hamper when they finished
their meal, and the milk bottle was empty.
While they were eating a fog had been slowly 5oming in
from the ocean.
·
'V-hen they pushed off for the north shore of the bay Jack
remarked that it looked misty.
Before they had gone a quarter o:f'. a m~le the fog rolled
around the flatboat a11cl its three occupants, and they soon
lost all track of their surr oundings.
''We're liable to be lost on the bay all night if this fog
doesn't blow away," remarked Jack, a bi1 anxiously.
" There doesn't seem to be any wind to blow it 'away,"
said Mat. "It's almost calm."
They kept on rowing by turns, unconscious that the outgoing tide had gradually worked the head of the boat
around and that · they were being carried both by the tide
and the action of their oars towaJ:d the channel at the eastern end of Fire I sland.
Believing that they were still heading for the northern
shore, while in point of fact they .were proceeding in the
opposite direction, they worked ha.rd to get a.cross the big
bay.
"I wonder how close we are to the shore?" said Mat, at
last. "I'm about played out."
"I'm done up, too," said Tom, though he hadn't been
working the oars for half an hour.
"I'll relieve you, Mat," said Jack, and the other was glad
to let him do it.
.J'ack rowed steadily for about twenty minutes, and then
stopped to rest.
·
"We ought to be nearly across," he said. "We've been
rowing for more than two hours, I should judge."
"Seems.more like four hours," growled Mat. "H0iw far
is it across from the south shore ?"
"From three to five miles at this point, I should think,"
replied Jack.
"I'll bet we've rowed all of five miles," said Tom.
'. 'We've rowed enough to be over, I'll swear," asserted
Mat.
To· say the truth, they had, for at that moment the boat
was already three miles out in the Atlantic, south of Long
I sland.
·

Had the boys dreamed of the seriousness of their situation they probably would have had a fit.
· Jack resumed his rowing, expecting every moment to hit
the shoce.
·
But though he worked his best in order to bring their
trl.p to a speedy conclusion, they met with nothing in the
shape of land.
"I'll bet we've got turned around ill this fog,"' said Jack,
resting on the oars, "and are rowing either up or down the
bay. If·we are we might as well quit and wait till the fog
lifts, for the bay is all of thirty miles long, and as we were
in about the middle of it wihen we started, we'd have a
mighty big job on our hands trying to reach either end.
Besides, it would take us greatly out of our way."
"That's cheerful-I don't think,'' grumbled Mat. "The
fog may not lift all night, and we'd have to float around
till morning."
"We can keep on awhile lo.nger," replied Jack. "If we
don't strike shore in fifteen minutes we ma.y know tha.t we're
off our course."
Tom reluctantly took the oars, but he worked like a person who had little hea1t in the job.
His arms were tired and sore, and he was feeling de~
cidedly glum.
"What's the use?" he said after ten minutes' exercise.
" We're in for it, so we might just. as well float till we can
see where we are."
Accordingly the oars were taken in and no more rowing
was· done.
At that moment they were.nearly five miles south of Long
Island, and getting further out to sea every minute.
They talked together for an hour longer and then they
began to grow sleepy.
Tom dropped o.fl' first, then Mat followed his example,
and finally Jack, having no one to speak to, commenced ,to
doze.
And while they slept the boat continued to increase her
distance from the shores of their native country, the fog
gradually drifted a.way, and the wind began to blow a gentle breeze.
Under a dear, star-lit sky, the flatboat floated softly upon
the bosom of the mighty deep with its freight of three sleeping boys, two of whom were probably dreaming of home a.t
that moment, while Jack's slumber was disturbed with disquieting visions in which Jim Crowe largely figured.

CHAPTER IX.
SIHPWRECKED.

When the first rays of the rising sun struck Jack in the
face he awoke with a start, rubbed his eyes and looked
around him.
He saw nothing but an unlimited stretch of water -in
whatever direction he gazed.
He gaped dumfounded at the sea an.cl sky, and began to
wonder if he realll( was awake.
"Where in thu...,der have we got to?" he asked himself,
thoroughly bewildered by the situation.
At that moment Mat awoke, and in stirring his legs he
kicked Tom, and he awoke, also.
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They, too, looked around and saw the same picture J aclv
was st1rveying.
" Great jawbones! What does this mean?" gasped Mat.
" Suffering sixpence! Where are we?" palpitated T'om.
By that time Jack had realized their terrible plight.
"We're out at sea," he replied, in a solemn tone.
"Out at sea!" ejaculated Mat, his heart rising into his
throat.
"Out at sea.!" gurgled Tom, tutning pale.
"Yes, fellows. We're out on the Atlantic. That fog last
night did us up."
"Oh, lord ! What will become of us?" asked Tom.
"I give it up," replied Jack, feeling pretty blue.
"Can't you see the Long Island coast.?" asked Mat.
'~No, I can't see anything but water and sky."
"Gee! But we're in a fine fix now," said Mat. "With
nothing to eat or drink we'll starve to death pretty soon."
"We may be picked up by some vessel," said Jack. "We'
should be right in the track of ships and steamers bound in
for Jew York."
"If it should come on to blow hard before we were picked
up we'd all be drowned," said Tom.
"No fear of it doing that for some hours, from the looks
of things," replied Jack, enpouragingly.
There were three sandwic11es left in the hamper, and the
. boys each ate one.
They had nothing to wash them down with, and as morning grew apace they became quite thirsty.
They saw several sails pass in the distance, and about
eleven o'clock a big steamer hove in sight.
She did not come near enough to observe the little boat,
floating like a ,speck on the surface of the ocean.
So time passed away, afternoon came and the boys became
ravenously hungry.
·
They grew discouraged, too, and lolled about the boat as
if they didn't care whether school kept or not.
After the lapse of an hour Jack sat up and looked around.
He ga.ve a shout that attracted the a.ttention of his companions.
'They looked eagerly in the direction he pointed.
A large schooner was bearing down upon theln.
In about half an·hour the schooner was close to them and
~hey were sighted as they rowed toward her.
They were received aboard and the boat was allowed to
go adrift.
Jack, acting as spokesman, told their story of how they
got lost in the fog on Great South Bay the previous night,
and how they found themselves at sea that morning, with
only three sandwiches between them and starvation.
They' lea.m ed tha.t the schooner was a fruiter, bound from
New York to Santiago de Cuba..
.
The captain said he'd have to carry them to Cuba, and if
they would make themselves useful in helping to load the
vessel at Santiago he would be willing to bring them back
to New York City, whence they could easily reach Blueville
in a couple of hours.
The cook got a meal for them, and it tasted better than
anything they'd ever eaten before-at least they said it did.
The boys turned in that night feeling like fighting cocks,
but as the weather changed for the worse during the night
they awoke in the morning dreadfully seasick.

They remained under hatches several days as miserable
as thTee mortals could well be, for a terrific gale was blowing, and the vessel pitched and rolled in the heavy seas in
a way that was very trying to them.
On the sixth day the weather was, if anything, worse than
ever, and they didn't show their noses on desk, nor evince
any interest whatever in life. I
They heard a strange clanging noise on deck, whieh went
on for a time.
Finally a sailor came down into the contracted forecastle where they were huddled together a~d ordered them
on deck to help work the pump, as the schooner was leaking
badly.
They didn't feel much like doing this in their condition,
but there was no help for it, ancl on deck they had tO go.
The exercise had one advantage--it cured them of their
illness, and they soon forgot that they had been seasick.
They passed a tough night, about two-thirds of their time
being spent at the pump.
"The schooner only carried five hands, and three of these
were swept overboard by a giant wave before daylight and
lost.
Just at daylight, when the gale appeared to be breaking,
a long, low island was discovered right ahead.
At that critical moment the rudder was rendered useless
by a heavy wave, and the schooner drifted broadside on to
the land.
There was no hope now of averting the threatened disaster, and everybody looked after his own safety.
Ten minutes later the vessel stnlCk on a submerged rock
a short distance from the island, and all hands found themselves in the water fighting for their lives.
The three boys seemed to have the least chance 0£ escaping the swirling sea., and yet, as the sequel proved, they
were the only ones that reached the shore alive.
They were cast up on the beach, one by one, rolled over
and over like pebbles, and finally left by the receding water.
There they lay unconscious for some time, in the midst
of the wreckage of the fruiter.
The clouds broke up and fled before the beams of the
morning sun, whose rays in time warmed the boys back to
life.
. Jack was the first to recover consciousness.
He sat up in the sand and looked around him in a dazed
way.
Behind him, and as far as he could see in either direction, was a dense mass of tropical vegetation, with here and
there groves of plantains,.and many single palms.
In front of him was the surf-lined shore, the tumultuous
ocean, and the rising sun.
On his right was the motionless form of Tom Trimble,
while on his left Mat Mulford lay with face almost buried
in the sand.
Around them were broken planks, pieces of rope, like
creeping snakes, and the remains of one boat.
Jack crawled to Mat and turned him over on his back.
His first impression was that Mulford was dead, but he
soon saw that he was not.
Mat made several convulsive movements with his hands
and feet, as though P,e thought he was in the water and was
making an effort to swim, then he opened his eyes.
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"Don't run away, miss," he rnid. "We've just been shipwrecked on this island, and are about half-starved. Is there
a village near by ?"
"Shipwrecked!" exclaimec'k the girl, regarding them no11
with great interest.
"Yes. The schooner we were aboru:·d was caught in a big
storm and struck on some. rocks out yoncler this morning
before sunrise. We're the only ones that escaped."
"How unfortuna.te! " cried the girl, regarding the stalwart, goocl-looking Jack with some admiration. "Well.
come with me. I 'll take vou to our c1wclling•place where
my father is. We're the o"'n1y ones on this island."
"'rhe only ones-you and your father?" ejaculated Jack.
"Yes. Our sloop-yacht was driven ashore here in a terrible gale about three months ago, and we've been living
here ever since."
"You don't say. And you haven't been able to get
away?"
"No. We've only seen a few vessels in that time, and
they were too far away for us to signal."
"How have you managed to live·?" as!red Jack, curiously.
"By the most wonderfUl luck our vessel was driven high
aDL1 dry on the sandy shore anclZdid not go to pieces. We're
living .aboard of her, and have provisions enough to last us
some time. Besides, we find plenty of shellfish among the
rocks. Father also has no difficulty catching fish from the
encl of a reef of rocks. Then there's lots of plantains, cocoanuts and some bananas on the island, as well as a spring of
fresh water. There is no danger of any one starving on this
place. We could have managed to get along even without
our own provisions."
"I'm glad to hear that," interjected Mat. "We haven't
had but one decent meal ib. three days. We were seasick
t ill yesterday afternoon, when we were made to go on declo
and work the pump because the scho,oner was leaking. Now
I'm so hungry I believe I could eat a raw fish, and I guess
Tom and Jack here feel the same way."
"You can bet your life I do," said Tom. "I could eat
anything."
"You shall breakfast with us," said the girl. "Father
was ma.king the fire in the cookstove when I came over to
the spring in this grove for a pail of water. I was on my
way to the banana grove at the other end of the island when
I saw you boys. I was so surprised I didn't know what to
do. We won't mind the bananas now, for we have plenty of
other food without them. Here is the spring."
She took up the pai.l to dip it in the bubbling basin when
Jack interposed ..
"Allow me, miss. I'll carry the water for you."
"Thank you," she replied, with a smile. "But, dear ine.,
you haven't told me your names."
"My name is Jack Dalton. This is my friend, Mat Mulford, and this is Tom Trimble. Now will you tell us your
hame, miss?"
"Eva White. You three don't look at all like sailors."
CHAPTER X.
"We!re not. We belong in the village of Blueville, Long
COMPANIONS IN MISFORTUNE.
Island. It was all owing to a fog that caught us in a boat
The meeting was clearly a surprise to both parties, par- oh Great South Bay, three nights ago, that we're in our
present unfortunate pickle. I'll tell you <!Ur story after we
ticularly to the girl.
She uttered an exclamation of astonishment mid seemed have had something to eat."
"Father and I will be glad to hear it. Since it was your .
about to retreat when Jack spoke:

He stared up at Jack, recognized him and sat up.
"Hello I Where are we, anyway?"
"Washed ashore," replied Jack.
"Where!s Tom?"
"Yonder; but I don't know whether he's alive or dead.
I'm going to see."
As J ack spoke Tom moved, rolled over on his face, then
on his back again, and finally scrambled on his feet.
"Hi, Tom !" said Jack. "I see you're still in the land
of the living. Come over here."
Tom walked bver to his two friends.
"Where's the schooner?" he asked, looking across 'the
agitated waves.
"Gone to the bottom," replied Jack. "There's a' spar belonging to her coming ashore yonder."
"Where is the captain and the two men?"
"I'm afraid they're gone, too."
"Are we the only ones who--escaped ?"
"Looks very like it."
"Where do you suppose we are?"
"On some island."
"I hope it's inhabited," said Tom, "so that we can get
something to eat. We haven't had a square meal since the
afternoon we were taken aboard the schooner. "
"Let's start ahead, then, and see if we can find any of
the inhabitants. We'll walk up on that ridge where those
palms are growing. Perhaps we'll be able to see something
from there--a hou se, maybe."
Jack's suggestion wa< adopted an cl the boys started for
the ridge.
It was only a short walk and they were soon standing
among the scattered palms.
The view they obtained was not particularly encouraging.
They saw a sloping ~tretch of tropical vegetation running
down to the ocean on ine other side of the island.
At the most the land was only about a quarter of a mile
wide at that point.
There wasn't the least ·sign of human habitation anywhere within range of their eyes.
The island seemed to be long and nanow, pointing east
and west.
Dense foliage cut off their view westward, and a grove of
trees intercepted their vision in the opposite direction;
"Looks to me as if the island were not inhabited," said
. Jack; "but, still, you can't tell. There might be a village
on the other side of that grove for all we know."
" ·T hen we'd better push through the grove," said Mat.
"No good standing liere. I hope we find somebody, for it
would be fierce to be' all alone on this island."
Jack and Tom agreed with him, and the parlJf made for
the grove.
They were within a few yards of it when suddenly a
young and pretty white girl came out from among the trees
and faced them.
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fate to be wrecked, I'm glad you came ashore on this island,
for you'll be company for us until we're all taken off. You
don't lmow how lonely we have been-just our two selves-since we were wrecked here."
"We're mighty glad to find somebody on the island, too,"
said Jack. "But what became of the crew of the yacht?
Were they lost?"
"Yes. We had a sailing-master, a cook and one sailor.
They were on deck when our yacht struck the beach. Father
and I were in the cabin. ]';:ither went pn deck after the
yacht ca.me ashore, and then there wasn't a soul aLoard but
he and I. He told me that they must have been washed off
by a big wave and drowned."
They now emerged on the othef siclc of the grove.
Right before them, well up on the beach, with her bowsprit and bows Jammed between two stout cocoanut trees,
which held her on an even keel with a vise-like grip, was
a .graceful-looking sloop-yacht, about thirty-five feet long.
She had a good-sized trunk cabin, a cook-room, which
held two bunks, besides a stove, forward, and a standingroom, or cockpit, aft.
A short stovepipe projected from the roof of the cookroom, and at this moment smoke was issuing from it.
"Father," cried the girl, as she stepped on the deck, after
ascending a rude fonr-runged ladder, with the boys behind
her, "I've brought some visitors."
Almost instantly the head of a :fine-looking man, evidently a gentleman, popped up through the entrance to the
cook-room, and he gazed with astonishment at the three
boys.
"Why, where did they come from? Is there a vessel anchored off the island?" he added eagerly, for he would have
gladly welcomed the prospect of release from the island
prison.
"They were wreckeci on the northei'Il shore of the island
this morning," replied his daughter.
"Indeed," replied the gentleman, surveying them with
interest.
"They are the only survivors of a schooner from the
United States. This is Jack Dalton," she added, laying her
hand· on Jack's arm.
"Happy to make your acquaintance, young man," said
Mr. White, stepping up the two stairs that led down into the
galley and extending his hand, which Jack took.
Jack then introduced his companions.
"I will have breakfast- for you right away," said Eva
White, taking up the pail of wa.t er Jack had deposited on
deck and disappearing with it into the cook-room.
"We are companions in misfortune,'' said Mr. White,
smiling. "This yacht of mine was driven ashore here three
months ago, and since then my daughter and myself have
been living aboard of her like a pair of hem1its. We are
very thankful to have fared as well as we have under the
-circumstances. Had the yacht struck on the reef yonder :Jhe
would undoubtedly have gone to piece.s, and we would have
sh:.ired the fate of our sailing-master and the two hands.
As it is, she selected a very snug berth to beach herself, and
was so good as to jam herself into an upright position, as
you see. I believe if she could be hauled off she'd be as
JiOod as ever, for she's a stout boat, and there are four 11irtight compartments in her hold that woi1ld prevent her from

sinking even if she capsized at sea. What was the naine of
your schooner, and where were you bound?"
"The schooneY was called the Ellen Lane, sir," replied
Jack. "She was a fruiter lrniling from New York and
bound for Santiago de Cuba."
"And you boy.s are the only s.urvivors ?"
"Yes, sir."
"You h11nlly look like young sailors. Perhaps you were
p11ssengers ?"
"We were, sir, but against our wills."
"Passengers against your wills?" ejaculated \fr. White,
in some surprise.
"Yes, ir. We were carried out of Great South Bay,
Long Island, in a small boat three nights ago in a fog.
Next morning we found our.cehes at soo out of sight of
Janel. We were picked up by the schooner in the afternoon.
That night a storm came on which lasted two clays and
three nights, and it finished the vessel this morning off this
island."
"You've been the victims of quite a chapter of accidents.
Where do you belong?"
"In the village of Blneville, Long Island."
"You were out sailboating on the bay, I presume?"
"No, sir. We were carried off from the county road between Blueville and the railroad station by a rascally
sailor."
"Carried off by a rascally sailor !" exclaimed Mr. White,
astonished.
·
"At least I was carried off by the sailor, who had a
grudge against me. My chums here tried to save me and
were knocked out by the rascal on board his sloop. He 7!.,rried us across the bay, landed us o:ri an island near the
south shore, and left us marooned there. We found a boat
along the beach, took possession of it and started to row
across to the north shore. We had hardly started when
the fog set in around us and we lost our bearings. We
rowed for several hours, and not fetching the shore gave it
up till the fog should lift. We fell asleep in the boat, and
when we awoke we were out in the Atlantic, as I have already told you."
"Upon my word, you lads have had a most remarkable
series of adventures. I'm afraid the loss of your schooner
was the worst of all, for you are now ashore on an island
that I fear is seldom visited. We are all likely to remain
here some time. Perhaps for months. Fortunately, we
are not likely to suffer for food and water while we are fated
to stay here. That, at least, is some consolation. In the
meantime, the worst feature in your case is that your parents will have no idea where you boys have vanished to.
They will hunt for you in vain, an<l in'the end, if your stay
is prolonged, will give you up for dead. However, it will
all come out right by and by. You will, of course, remain
my guests during our stay here, and when we s1rn11 have
been rescued I will see that you get back to your homes."
"We are very much obliged to you, Mr. vV11ite," said
Jack, "and shall appreciate your hospitality. You are the
owner of this yacht, I think?"
"Yes. My daughter and myself, with a sailing-master
and two hands, have been cruising among the Baham.a Islands all winter. We had just started for New York, where
our home is, when this misfortune happent:d to us."
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Mr. White said that Jack could occupy the sail:Wgmaster's stateroom in the cabin, while Tom and Mat would
no doubt be contented to berth in the galley where there
were two bunks.
Any arr8:°gement at all was satisfactory to the boys, and.
as Mr. White was about to show them into the cabin, Miss
Eva. appeared up the galley steps with a smoking dish of
fish m one hand, and another of fried potatoes i~the other.
The appetizing smell of the food made the mouths of
the boys water.
"Will one of you boys go into the galley and brino- the
coffee pot?" asked the girl as she passed them on hei~ wav
·
to ,;h~ ~abin~ whe:e the table was already set for two.
I 11 !Set it, Mis~ Eva," said Jack, with alacrity.
He disappeared mto the cook-room in two bounds.
Mr. White piloted Tom and Mat into the cabin where
Eva was .P!acing three more plates around the boa;d, with
the reqms1te number of knives, forks, spoons, cups and
saucers.
She cut ~pa !oaf of bread she had made herself, and suppl~ented it with a dish of soda crackers and· some plantams.
By the time she had things to rights, Jack appeared with
. .
the hot coffee.
The yacht owner helped the boys to liberal supplies of
fish and potatoes, while Eva poured the coffee.
"I'm sorry to say that we haven't any butter," said Mr.
White, as he passed the bread around. "We had a good
supply aboard when we were wrecked, but it only lasted us
three weeks, though we managed to keep it fresh by sink.
ing it in the spring of the grove."
"We can get along without butter," said Jack, who sat
next to Eva, with his mouth full of :fish. "This breakfast
is a regula.r feast. I never tasted anything so good in all
my life. Isn't that a fact, Mat?"
"Bet your li~e it is," mumbled Mat, who was filling up
at a great rate rn common with his associates.
Eva had cooked a liberal supply, knowing that the bovs
were famished, so there was enoucrh for all though th~e
was nothing left but the bones whe~1 the me~l was :finished.
The boys insisted on making themselves useful to the extent of clearing off the table and washing up the dishes
unde~ the sup~1'Vision of Miss Eva, who laughingly declared
that it was qmtc a treat to have three such active assistants
at her disposal. ·
CHAPTER XI.
WAS THIS TIIE TREASURE KEY?

After everything was cleared up Jack proposed that the
four of them take a walk around the island.
"You'll need hats," said .Miss Eva. "There's a couple in
the cooking-room that belonged io the cook and the seaman. I'll see if I can get another from the cabin."
She got a soft hat that formerly belonged to the sailincr0
master, and it fitted Jack exactly.
The other two were white canvas-covered ones similar
to those worn by the naval reserves, and by putting 'strips of
paper in the lining they were made to :fit the heads of Torn
and Mat.
The party then set out for their walk.
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The boys soon found that the sun was unc~mmonly hot
in that region, and it wasn't long before they were glad
to suggest a temporary retirement under the trees.
While they were sitting down in the shade J a.ck told Eva
the story of their adventures from the moment they were
waylaid by-Jim Crowe at the bridge on their way to the vil·
lage from the railroad station to the wreck of the schooner
off the island that morning.
1
"You boys have had an exciting time of it," said the girl.
"You can gamble on it we have," said Mat, in a vigorous
way. "If anybody had told me last Tuesday that in le1;s
than a week I'd be down on an island in the Caribbean Bea
I'd have thought he was crazy. Yet here I am down here
four days later."
"And likely to stay here for awhile to come," grinned
Jack.
"That's the :fiercest part of it," admitted Mat. "If vessels never put in here how are we going to get away at all?':
"We must keep a sharp lookout for a:µy craft that approaches near enough to see a signal and then build a fire,
and by covering it with wet leaves send up a column of
smoke to attract attention," saicl Jack.
"Those aboard might not pay any attention to such a signal," interjected ll'om.
"We'll have to take our chances on it."
"What's the matter with our trying to get the yacht •
afloat again?" suggested Mat, as though he thought he had
originated a brilliant idea.
"It would be fine if we could do it, but there's no way of
getting around it that I can see," replied Jack. "It would
take considerable power to dislodge her from her present
position and then push or haul her into the water. If we
can't get away without :floating her, we'll stay here till our
hair turns gmy. Come, let's go on. It will be pleasanter
to keep in the shade of the grove as far as it goes."
They continued their walk westward across the island.
They took another rest in the banana grove, and ate
some of the luscious fruit.
When they left this grove they saw the end of the island
and the ocean a short distance away.
There were several large rocks between them and the
beach.
There was one in particula.r that attracted Jack's notice,
for it looked like a huge mound.
He walked around the three sides that were not obstn1cted by the rocks, and studied it with so much care that
Tom and Mat asked him what there was about it that interested him.
"It puts me in mind of something," replied Jack, thinking of the mound on the treasure island as recorded on the
chart taken from him by Jim Crowe. "This island runs
due east and west, judging from the course of the sun."
"That's what it does," replied Mat.
"Do you think this island is o'ne of the Bahamas, Miss
Eva," said Jack, tur:ajng to the girl.
"Yes. It's what father calls a little key."
"Little key, eh?" said Jack, reflectively. "Is there :my
big island not far a.way?"
"Oh, yes. Watling's Island is about ten or fiftee11 miles
to the south. We put in there for a few hours on the after-
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noon of the day we went ashore heTe. We left there about
sundown and stood north. 'l'his key is not down on our
chart. Probably that's the reason· our sailing-master did
not give it a wide berth as he would have done, I am sure,
if he knew it was in our path."
When they returned to the yacht Jack asked Mr. White if
he had a chart of the Caribbean Sea aboard.
"Certainly. We wouldn't think of sailing around among
the islands without it."
"May I see it?"
.
"Of course. Come into the cabin and I'll spread it out
on the table."
"Where is Wa.tling's Island?" asked Jack, as soon as the
chart was before him.
l\Ir. White pointed at it and then said:
"The island we·re on is right here," and he pointed ' to
a small pencil mark on the chart.
"How can you tell that it's there?" said Jack! "Your
dapghter told me that it was not down on this chart, and
that was the reason why the sailing-master did not give it a
wide enough berth, because he didn't know it was in the
way."
"It was not down on the chart until I p11t that little
mark there to designate its presence,'' replied Mr. White,
"and my daughter was right in saying that Mr. Jay, our
sailing-master, did not know that there was an island about
twelve miles northeast of Watling's. Now I will answer
your question as to how I know the island is where I placed
it. Mr. Jay showed me how to find the position of the
yacht any day at noon when the sun was shining by taking
a sight with tl1e quadrant, and making the proper calculations afterward. Well, a. few days after we were wrecked
on this key it occu,rred to me to locate its position just as
if it was the y~cht.' I took my bearings at noon, made my
calculations, ancl discovered that this island was practically
in longitude 74 degrees, 16 minutes west, and latitude 24
rlegrees, 30 minutes north. You see I have marked it on the
chart. That makes it just about 12 miles northeast of
Watling's."
Jack took the copy he had made of the cha.r t on the night
Captain Norris was murderously assaulted by Jim Crowe
from his pocket and examined it.
He found that while them was a difference of three degrees in the longitude and one degree in the latitude, the
minutes corresponded in both cases with the figures he h?.d
ta ken down from the chart.
"vVhat would be the distance in miles between longitude
71 and 74, Mr. White?-'' asked Jack.
"About 200."
"That wouid be in a horizontal line, of course?"
"Of course."
"Now, suppose the line was at an angle, say from Grand
Caicos to Watling's Island; what would be the distance in
miles?" .
"You want to know the distance in a straight line from
Grand Caicos to Watling's, is that it("
·
"Yes, sir."
.Mr. White made si.mdry calculations, and then said:
"About 250 miles."
. " .\bont 250 miles," repeated the boy, his heart beginning
to beat quickly.

Jim Crowe had remarked, when he pointed to the faint
outlines of writing which the application of heat had produced on the Wank side of the chart, that the treasure island
was not near Grand Caicos at all, but near another island
250 miles or so from it.
What if he and his companions had actually been wrecked
on the treasure island?
Everyth1'n.g seemed to jibe with the writing on the chart
except the important facts of the latitude and longitude,
ancl the reference to the island of Grand Caicos.
·
Suppose Grand Caicos was to be read Watling's?
The more he thought about it the more certain he became
that thi.S was the Little Key referred to in the chart.
'l'he island lay east and west as it should according to
tlre chart.
The mound was at the extreme western encl as the chart
indica tecl.
Everything seemed to point to the conclusion that the
boy might be now said to have arrived at.
Jack looked up and saw that Mr. White's gaze rested on
his face inquiringly.
He was evidently wondering why the lacl hacl asked the
questions about distances, and what reference they had to
the .paper in his hand.
"That is all, sir," said Jack. "I am much obliged to you
for showing me this chart, and for answering my questions."
"You are quite welcome," said the yacht owner, returning
the chart to a locker.
"I may want to have a little talk with you, sir, after
dinner," said J a.ck, as they walked on deck together. "It
is connected with a story which I will relate-a story that
directly concerns the old sea captain with whom I lived in
Blueville, and incidenta.lly with myself."
"I am at your service at1any time, Dalton," replied Mr.
White. "I shall be glad to listen to anything you may have
to say to me."
"Thank you, sir. I think this•is a very impo·r tant matter, and one that will rather astonish you. I must tliink it
over well before I see you about it."
·
Miss Eva was just starting to prepare dinner, with the
assistance of Mat Mulford and Tom Trimble.
Jack, however, did not volunteer, as he would eagerly
have done under other circumstances, but left the yacht and
entered the grove to consider without clanger of interruption all the facts of the piratical treasure that he was now
almost fully persuaded was concealed in the mound on the
western end of that very island.
CHAPTER XII.
JACK TELLS HIS STORY OF THE TREASURE KEY.

When dinner •vas on the table Mat and Tom looked
around for Jack.
"Where the dickens did he go?" asked Mat.
"Blessed if I know,'' replied Tom.
Mat went to the stern of the yacht ancl yelled out:
"Helloa, Jack!''.
He repeated the hail several times and then the two boys
saw their comrade coming toward the stnmded vessel from
the grove.
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"Where have you been, old man?" asked Mat. "Come you two to help me, if we hadn't been delayed so long at
the station that it was dark 'when we reached the bridge
aboard-dinner is ready."
which he had his sloop moored. We couidn't see the
near
Jack didn't say where he had been.
which you told me was stretched across the end of
rope,
the
into
Tom
and
Mat
followed
and
aboard
He came
cabin, where they found Eva and her father waiti.n:g for the bridge, and so we bumped against it, and in the confusion that ensued the rascal got me into his clutches and
them.
When the meal was finished Jack said he had a story to carried me aboard his vessel. You fellows, hearing my cries
tell and there was no reason why everybody present should for help, followed and got ·into trouble. As you know ~ve
were carried across the bay and left on that island, while
not hear the particulars.
Crowe sailed off to parts unknown. You don't know, howbegan:
Jack
two
or
After a moment
what took place in the ca.bin between the villain and
ever,
a
from
got
J,ie
which
chart,
a
possessed
Norris
Captain
"
dying sailor in Rio de Janeiro twelve years ago, which pur- myself," and Jack told all the particulars.
When he explained how the visible writing on the chart
ported to reveal the hiding place of a pirate treasure. Jim
Crowe, the sailor who called at the store on the afternoon was misleading in its most important point, that the, true
you two were there and saw the interview between him and latitude and longitude of the treasure key was inscribed on
the captain, knew that he had this chart, and it was. to get it the reverse side in invisible ink, which could be brought out
away from Captain Norris that he turned up in the village, only by the application of heat, his hearers were astonished.
"Then the copy you made was no good," said .Tom._
called at the store and made his demand for it. The cap"Not on its face, but I think it will turn up a wmne.r
tain refused to give it up and Crowe went away, as you
know. He returned later, as you also know; climbed into after all."
"How?" asked Mat.
Captain N orris's bedroom from the outside and started to
"Because by the most a.Stonishing good luck I am satishunt for the chart. The captain and I were in the store
at the time and we heard a suspicious noise upstairs. The fied that this little key on which we were wrecked is the
captain rushed up ~nd I followed him. I reached his room treasure island."
Tom and Mat gasped again.
after he was stabbed by the sailor. I jumped at the rascal,
"Before I go any further I will read you the ~opy I made
he tripped over the captain's body, fell up aga.inst the corof the chart," said Jack.
ner of the chimney, and rolled over unconscious."
He took it from his pocket and read it, altering the last
"He did!" exclaimed Mat. "Why didn't you secure him
sentence to "dig one fathom, northwest," instead of one
when you had such a fine chance to do it?"
.
"Because I thought about nothing but the captain. I foot.
longitude as given here would no
and
latitude
"The
wound
the
from
fl.owing
was
that
blood
tried to stanch the
in his side, and partially succeeded. When Captain Norris doubt be correct for an island twelve miles northeast of
regained his consciousness he made me get the chart, which Grand Caicos, which is 250 miles southeast of this key,"
he had concealed in the chimney, because he said he wanted said Jack. "The treasure key is not there, however. The
to know that it was in my hands before he died. As soon writing was made purposely misleading by the man who .
as I got hold of the chart, the captain fainted, and I started wrote it, who put the true directions in sympathetic ink on
off at once for the doctor. You remember I found you the reverse side. Captain Norris made two vain attempts
elone in the store, Tom, and you asked me why I was so ex- to find the island in the neighborhood of Grand Caicos.
Had it been there he would no doubt have located it.''
cited," said Jack.
Jack then proceeded to explain why, in addition fo the
"That's rjght," nodded Tom. "I asked you what was
the matter, and you replied that murder was the matter, "fact of a large mound being on this key, he believed this
to be the treasure island.
and your answer kind of knocked me silly."
When he finished his story !Tom and Mat, as well as Eva,
"Well," went on Jack, "the sailor returned that night
were greatly excited over the prospect of :finding a lot of
after you and Mat left the store."
buried money on the island.
"So you told me," said Tom.
"I move that we start for the west end of the island right
chart
the
took
room,
my
to
up
went
I
"After :you two left
out of my pocket, and began to study it out. I succeeded away and investigate that mound," suggested Tom.
"Second the motion," cried Mat, with alacrity.
all right after a time, and finally I made a free copy
"I'm in favor of it;r said Jack, "if Mr. White can sup.
of it.
" At that moment I heard a noise at the window. I lO?ked ply us with implements with which to break into the
and saw the face of Jim Crowe at one of the panes. He had mound."
"I can furnish you with a spade and a pickaxe," replied ·
been lo!1g enough there to_ discover th~t the chart was in, my
yacht owner. "The latter will probably be the most
the
me.'
possession, and he determmed to get it away from
fo{· making an impression on the mound. Did
serviceable
immediately
~curred_
Jack then went on .to tell . what
how the affall' term.mated m the discomfiture of you notice what it was made of?"
after,
"It appeared to be like the rocks that were near it, very
the sailor.
He proceeded to tell wiilhout further interruption how hard, sir:"
"You didn't see any sign of an entrance to it, I should
the sailor had evidently seen them going to the station for
the mail-pouch, and how he laid his pla.ns to get him (Jack) judge, or you would have been satisfied beyond all doubt
that it · was the mound referred to in the chart you·
in his power when they returned along the road.
"It is doubtful whether he would have succeeded, with spoke of."
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" .i: o, sir; there is no sign whateve1: of a door."
"If the en.trance really faces east, about midway of the
mound, you will, of course, direct your energies at that
point."
" Yes, sir."
The entire party adjourned to the deck.
Mr. Wbii.e told Jack where he would find the shovel and
pickaxe, and ~he boy got them.

I

CHAPTER XIII.
A GALLANT RES CtlE.

The young people were so excited over the prospect of a
genuine pirate treasure hunt that they would have over heated themselves in their eagerness to reach the mound if
1V[r. White liadn't curbed their impatience.
"I hope we'll be able to get this · treasure before Jim
Crowe comes here," saia Jack. "He will :rfo doubt bring
one or more companions with him, and there is liable to be
trouble if he catches us on the ground."
"There'll be trouble anyway/'- said Mat. "If he comes
too late and finds the mound broken into, and the treasure
gone, he'll be in a mighty bad hun1or. He's sure to discover us on board the stranded yacht, and the moment he
pipes you off, Jack, he'll know where to look for the gold.
Then there'll be something doing, I'm afraid."
"I have two excellent rifles and a brace of revolvers on
board," said Mr. White. "I dare say we'll be able to give
them a warm reception if they seek to molest us."
"That's fine," replied J ack. "I was afraid we might be
up against a good deal of trouble trying to defend the
treasure if we round it. Since YOll have such a supply of
weapons I guess we'll be able to take care of ourselves."
In due time they reached the western end of the island
and the mound was before them.
"I took that simply for an unusually large-sized rock,"
sa.id Mr. White. "I noticed it when I first made the round
of the island. So that's your mound?"
"I am in hopes that it is," replied Jack. "This is about
where we ought to begin operations," and he pointed at
what appeared to be the center of the eastern face of the
mound. "Give me the pickaxe, Tom. I'll start the ball
rolling."
The point of the pickaxe rebounded as from solid rock.
Jack worked away for five minutes, wlien he desisted with
t he perspirat ion running down bis cheeks.
Mat then took a tum and after. him Tom had his innmgs.
The sum total of their united efforts .seemed to indicate
that the mound was merely a big rock after all.
'rhey dug into the rock over a space a yard square and
nothing came of it.
Mat then declared he bad bad enough for that day at
least, and Tom said ditto.
Ja ck reluctantly agreed to knock off operations until the
foll owing morning.
. They left their tools on the ground and returned to the
yacht.
The evening was spent on deck in general conversation,
under a brilliant sky.

About nine the moon rose above the watery horizon, presenting a lovely picture.
When Mr. White suggested that it was time to retire,
Eva declared that she did not feel the least bit sleepy, and
suggested a walk to the boys.
She seized Jack's arm, as if he were her special property,
and they went off together, Mat and Tom following behiud.
The sea was comparatively calm, but the water ebhe<l
and flowed about the reef, which ran out for quite a distance from the eastern end of the island near where the
yacht was stranded.
It was not easy walking across these rocks, and some of
them were slippery from the slime and seaweed, but for
all that Eva insisted on going out on them, and took th e
lead at that.
Jacl~ followed close behind her, a.dmiring the graceful
way she sprang from rock to rock where the water fl.owed
between.
Finally they reached the extreme ~nd and stood there
for some time in a group admiring the beauties of the night,
and the glorious moon-kissed sea.
While they were there the tide was rising, and when they
started to return they found some of the rocks covered that
·
had been bare before.
This fact wou1d not ·have seriously embarrassed them if
Eva had been a little less gay and looked where she was
going.
"1'11 race you boys back," she said, with a saucy toss of
her head.
"No, Miss Eva," objected Jack, "I wouldn't advise you
to try it. It's too dangerous fun for you ."
"Catch me," she cried, suddenly, starting forward like
a fawn .
"Hold on!" shouted Jack, starting after her. "You' re
liable to slip!"
She stepped on a slimy rock, and the moment her weight
rested on that foot she slid like a shot into the sea and was
borne off by the undertow.
She uttered a shriek as she went down.
"Great Scott!" excbimed Jack, seeing her di sappear like
a stage demon through a trap, and he prepared to spring
after ~ier.
She came up yards away, and a swirl of the incoming
tide bore her out from the reef.
Jack threw off his ha.t and jacket, and springing into the
sea struck ouL vigorously for the imperilled girl.
Iler :father, who was not yet asleep, heard her shriek,
sprang from his berth and ru shed on deck.
Not seeio,g his daughter, and observing that two of the
boys stood midway off the reef much excited, while the third
was swimming out to sea, Mr. White divined at once that
his child was in grave pe'ril, and he rushed anxiously toward
the reef.
When b'va came up again Jack was not far from · her.
She made no outcry this time, for she was partly unconscious.
As she started to sink for the third and last time, Jack,
by an extra effort, succeeded in grasping her so that she
couldn't seize him in the frantic struggles il'he immediately
made.

A GOLDEN STAKE.

23

The honor of being the first to enter the treasure hole
was accorded to Jack, as he was the head and front of the
enterprise.
Tom ancl Mat followed him.
"The directions are to dig one fathom, or six feet, northwest from the entrance," said Jack.
He asked Eva, who was standing at the entrance looking
in, to pass him the compass;
With the instrument in his arms he measured off six feet
at a rough guess, which brought him close to the back of
the 'mound.
'rhen he called for the shovel and began to dig, Tom and
Mat getting outside in order to give him room to work.
After going down .three feet he struck something hard
that rang under the blow of the shovel.
Clearing away the loose earth Jack saw that the obstruction was a brass-bound box.
"That's the treasure,'' he muttered, excitedly. "This is
where Jim Crowe gets left. Once we manage to transport
slim
it aboard of the yacht I'll wauer he'll have a rniuhty
0
"'
' of it."
.chance of ever seeing any
He put in half an hour digofoa the earth and sand from
around it until he got about;: third of it exposed.
Then he reported his discovery to Eva and the boys outside.
Tom and Mat shouted and threw their hats in the air.
du~k." 1 .
"l 'm going back to the yacht to tell my father the news
.l'fr. W ute then tlmnkecl the boy in feeling terms, and
assured him that he would make it all right with him some and bring him over," said Eva.
"AU right," said Jack. "Get him over as soon as you
clay.
The party hastened aboard the yacht and turned in for can."
He told Mat to hand him the hammer and the cold chisel.
the night.
As soon as he got them he started in to break open the
cover of the br~S&-bound box.
CHAPTER XIV.
In the meantime a surprise was under way for the young
FINDING THE TREASURE ..A.ND AN UNPLEASANT SURPRISE.
treasure hunters.
Unnoticed by them a small sloop had been approaching
Eva turned out next morning as bright and chipper as
i_sland and was now close in shore.
the
before.
night
the
if nothing had happened to her
were two men aboard of her-one sitting at the
Eva
There
up,
cleared
things
the
and
over
was
After breakfast
and the three boys started for the western end of the island hel~, the other standing on the deck with one hand around
the mast.
to resume their treasure hunt.
The mound and rocks hid the boys and what was going on
'rhis time Jack carried the yacht's compass.
When they reached the mound he placed it on the ground from them.
It took Jack about a quarter of an hour to break open
and looked to see how east pointed with reference to the
the cover of t11e chest.
rock.
When be threw it up his eyes were dazzled by the sigl1t
The result of his inspection caused him to take the pick
and begin at a new spot, not far from where their first ef- of the .~lacks of gold money which the top tray of the chest
contained.
forts were directed.
Ile lifted this tray up after considerable effort, by the aic1
'The boys worked with considerably irn1ustry for an hour
its two handles, and saw that there was a similar oa c
of
t.
rcsul
before they achieved any encouraging
equally wel.J filled with gold.
followand
pick,
underneath
the
with
crack
a
11p
opened
Jack
Then
As Jack lifted the first box of coin out of the opening,
ing it alcing it prceeni.ly developed that a stone slab had been
two forms suddenly appeared over the rocks behind him.
inselied in the rock.
Tom and MaL recognized the pil'alical-looking Jim Crowe
'"l'hat setlles it,'' said Jack, joyously. "This is the
in the lcacl, and sprang forward to defend the treasure.
mound, all right."
The sailor Cwwe was clearly staggered, and he paused on
the
in
.'l'hey worked away . with renewed industry, anc1
top o E the rock, glaring clown at the boys as though he
they
the
which
under
heat
the
of
spit.e
in
course of half an hour,
sweltered, they succceued in uislodging the slab, which they couldn't 'believe his eyes.
Tie sprang down and reached for the tray of gold.
moved to one side, disclosing an opening, like the porthole
Mat swung the flat side of the pick around and struck
of a ship, on a level with the ground.
Looking inside, the boys saw that the interior of the him a. blow on the head that laid him out senseless on the
mound was about four feet lower than the ground outside. ground.

He let her exhaust herself, and then spoke to her reassuringly as he supported her head well above the w'ater.
In this way he succeeded in calming her.
"That's right. :qon't struggle. . I'll save you if you give
me the chance to do so."
She didn't make another st~gglc after that; but let her
head rest against his.
He struck out for the beach, touching bottom within a
dozen yards of the shore and leading the dripping girl the
rest of the way.
Her father, with Mat and Tom, were on hand when they
·
arrived.
The two boys had already explained to Mr. White how
the accident occuned.
The yacht owner pressed the girl to his breast and kissed
her.
She was his only child, and his wife was dead, so he dill
not think of -chiding her for her foolishness, but was only
too glad to have her restored to him lmharmed.
Grasping Jack's hand she pressed il to her lips.
"I sIia 11 never forget ho·w good you were to come to my
rescue," she said, earnestly. "I shall be grateful to you as
long as I live."
"That's all right," replied Jack. "You don't suppose
that I was going to let you drown when I can swim like a

.!
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"Here·'s my handke1:chief, Mat," said Jack, tossing the
1The villain's companion held back undecided what to do
to him. "Tie that fellow's hands behind him."
article
under the circumstances.
The man submitted to the operation with very bad grace.
The resolute attitude of the boys, especially 'as Jack had
"Now sit down under that tree yonder," said Jack.
reached out and drawn Crowe's revolver from his belt, deThe prisoner walked to the spot indicat~ and sat down.
terred him from taking the offensive.
"Tom, you and Mat haul Jim Crowe over beside his
At that moment, too, Mr. White and Eva appeared on
' friend."
the scene, astonished spectators of the incident.
This was done.
"Tie that rascal's hands, fellows," said Jack. "It won't
"Tom, take this revolver and stand guard over that pair
do to let him go now that we've got him in our power."
of rascals."
" What'll we tie him with?" asked Mat.
Tom took the weapon and proceeded to carry out his
"Use your handkerchiefs for the present. When we get
instructions.
him to the yacht we'll substitute rope."
"Now, Mr. White, will you please come with me? You
'rom and Mat quickly followed out Jack's directions, and
cari come, too, Eva."
they took care to make the knots good and fast.
·T he three walked down to the beach and around the
"I say, what do you mean by treatin' my companion that
till they came in sight of the sloop, which was mound
associate.
way for?" objected the sailor's
Jack sprang out of the mound and covered the fellow anchored a short distance off shore.
"Now, Mr. White, you are something of a navigator, I
·
with the revolver.
"If you don't want the same kind of treatment just skip think. Don't you think you can fetch Watling's Island,
. out the way you came. Do you understand?" replied the twelve miles to the southwest, in that sloop?"
"No doubt oi' it."
boy in a determined tone.
"Very good. You have no objection to leaving the isl"No, I don't," answered the man, doggedly. "Crowe
and me came all the way from New York to· get that treas- and, J guess?"
"My daughter and I will be glad to do so."
ure. It belongs to us, for Crowe has the· chart to it."
"That's what I thought. And the three of us will be
"Crowe stole that chart from me. I got it from a man
who came into possession of it honestly years ago. Conse- glad to get back to the United States as soon as we can.
quently I am the rightful owner of this treasure; and We'll load the treasure aboard of the sloop, take whatever
neither you nor Jim Crowe are entitled to a cent of this we may need for the trip to Watling's Island, and leave
those two men here marooned till they can be sent for by
money."
"Well, I call that hard luck. I navigated the sloop we the authorities at Watling's, where I propose to make a
-came in all the wa.y from New York with the understanding charge against Jim Crowe. How does that plan suit you?"
"It is what I would have proposed myself," replied Mr.
that I was to have a third of whatever we found on this
White.
man.
the
growled
island,"
"That's your funeral, not mine. You knew you were · "You can engag.e a steamer to come o:er here and drag
taking chances, anyway. You had no gua:rantee that the ?'our yacht off the island. What~ver repalrs she may stand
chart Crowe held out as a bait to ygu would turn up any- m need of no cl~ubt can be macle at Watl~n.g's I sland. Then
I dare say you 11 be able to engage a sa1lmg-master there.
· thing at all. Isn't that a fact?"
Tom, Mat and m~self will, with ~our permission, act as
down
longingly
eyes
his
cast
but
The man made no reply,
your crew. Though we are not sailors, we can make our·
at the tray of money.
competent to naviga.te
any
uncler
. ht selves useful
" '.1.rou've go t a r aft of go ld tlrnre, ,, h e sa1'd . "You m1g
· ·
· one who is
h
h
you any obJechon
Have
States.
Umted
e
t
to
t
yac
t 11e,_t...
· i't,,
aive a chap a small sh are. y ou'd never miss
t . ?"
,
.
5
sir.
,o u111s arranaemen
·
·
"I'
0
.
.
'
"
m not gomg to argue the matter with you. You say
. h~?ne w~ate...virer. Wil ~ay say it is exactly what I would
you came here in a sloop?"
1lte.
w1s, repiec .m.r.
"Yes"
"Then we'll consider the matter settled," said Jack. "I
"Wh~re is the vessel?"
"Yonde ," replied the fellow, waving his arm back of ~lare sa.y we'll be able to reach Watling's Island before dark
if we start soon. I would suggest then that Eva returns
him.
to the yacht and gets dinner ready for llS while we are get"Close to the shore?"
ting the rest of the treasure out of the mound and conveying
"About fifty feet out. We rowed to the beach in -a small our find on board the sloop. Then we'l~ be able to leave
boat."
the islalfd soon after we have had our meal."
"Well, come down here," said Jack.
Eva said she would go at once and get the dinner ready,
"Are you goin' to make me a prisoner like you did him?" and the.three then returned to the entrance of the mound,
asked the man, suspiciously.
where they found Mat trying .to estimate the value of the
"Come down off that rock, do you hear?"
gold in the tray.
The fellow hesitated.
"I've got no time to fool with you. If you don't want
CHAPTER XV.
to try and dodge a bullet you'll do as I say, and be mighty
THE TREASURE OF THE INDIE -CONCLUSION.
spry about it."
Jack spoke in a tone that showed he meant business so
Mr. White examined the coins and pronounced th em
'
the man reluctantly' obeyed.
Spanish money over 100 years o.Jd.
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"There'~ a whole lot more in a chest in the mo~nd/' said j "All right, sir. Let's box up as much of it as we can
Jack. "We'll take this lot aboard the sloop first. Mat, J and stow it aboard of the sloop. I guess the balan"'ce can
you go back to the yacht with Miss Eva, and bring some remain in the chest, which we can easily move now."
4ccordingly the four boxes were filled, nailed up and re- .
line to tie those rascals with so they won't break loose and
>~
give us trouble. In fact, Toro had better go with you, and moved to the sloop.
"I think we'd better get the anchor up and sail around
help you bring those empty boxes I saw in the pantry.
to the other end of the island, Mr. White," said Jack, aftoc
Don't forget to fetch a pocketful of na.ils, too."
While the boys were away Jack and Mr. White watched everything was on board.
"I agree with you. I think, however, that the two rascals
over the prisoners.
Jim Crowe remained insensible until Tom and Mat got had better be put in the mound. and left there till we are
ready to leave the island."
back with the rope and the boxes.
The boys went ashore, dragged their prisoners into the
cocoanut
the
against
back
to
back
lashed
were
Both men
mound and left them there after placing the slab partly
·
tree.
When Crowe recovered his senses and found himself over the entrance.
They then returned aboard the sloop, hoisted the mainhelpless, he was furious .
N ow that several boxes were at hand, J a.ck decided to sail, and the little vessel carried them around to the other
bring all the treasure out before removing any of it aboard end of the island, where they anchored and went ·ashore to
eat dinner which Eva had ready by this time.
the sloop.
"I don't like the idea of leaving those two rascals at large
There proved to be four trays of coin all toid, and Mr.
after we leave the island," said Mr. White; "but as several
White roughly estimated its value at over $IOO,OOO.
The bottom of the chest, however, contained a colleciion days might elapse before we can return properly equipped
of jeweled watches, rings of considerable value and beauty, to get the yacht afloat it would hardly be right to leave
diamond and other jeweled ornaments once worn by ladies them tied up."
"Couldn't we place a week's supply of provisions in the
of wealth, necklaces, gold snuff and tobacco boxes, and other
articles of more or less intrinsic worth, whose combined mound, release them anq fix the entrance so they couldn't
value, Mr. White said, might be anywhere from a quarter .get out?" asked Jack.
t o h a lf a m1·11·JOn, f or many of the d'iamon ds an d n1 b"ies . "We might do that," replied the yacht owner, reflecd t d
fi
.
were of large size, and worth thousands of dollars apiece tively. ,
.
J a.ck s suggest10n was na11 y a op e .
themselves.
I.ieaving Eva on the yacht the others earned_a good sup.
.
.
.· .
At any rate, the :v~ole treasme might easily be consid- 1 of the vessel's stores including a small keg which they
tl · 1 d
·
'
.
py
ered worth half a million.
filled with cool water at the sprmg; across 1e is an .
They gathered some plantain fruit and a big bunch of
The }:acht owner congratulated Jack on the results he
l
· b
had achieved.
npe ananas a so.
"You're a rich boy," he saic1, with a smile.
The food wns introduced into the mound and the two
"I don't know about that, sir," replied Jack. "I tbink men released from their fetters, Jack holding Jim Crowe in
this treasure by rights belongs to Captain Norris. Or, at subjeclion with the revolver.
least, he ought to be entifled to half of it."
One encl of the slab was broken off so that air could enter
"Nonsense!" answered Mr. White. "The chart to this the mound, ancl then it was fitted into place.
treasure, accordi~g Lo your own statement, was given to
The party then returned to the yacht.
you by the captain with the understanding that you were to
Selecting what they 'wished to carry away with them,
benefit by it if you ever were so fortunate as to be able to and taking it on board. the sloop, sail was m·acle for Watlocate the island to which it referred. Now, as things ling's I,sland.
turned out, that chart was wholly useless as a guide, because
Mr. White expected that he would have to hire a navithe informatiov legible to the eye was misleading. There- gator to take the sloop to Na sau, in New Providence, about
fore, it was useless to the captain, or any one not aware 250 miles to the west, in order to charter a small steamer
that the true directions were inscribed in sympathetic ink to return to Treasure Key, as they call'd it, to get the
on its back. Pure accident brought you to this island, and yacht off.
your own sagacity in making the correcl deductions enabled
On their arrival at Watling's Island, however, they found
you to find the treasure."
a good-sized steam yacht in ~he little harbor, with a party
"That's true, sir; but if it hadn't been for the chart I of English people on board.
would not have suspected that there was a treasure on this • l\Ir. White immediately boarded her and had a conference
island. While the chart didn put me in the way of finding with her owner.
the island, it enabled me Lo get on the scent of the treasure
His name was Sir John Blount, anc1 he graciously conafter I got here. In my opinion the captain is entitled sented to steam over to the little key and try to get Mr.
to a square half of the find after I have deducted a liberal White's yacht afloat.
allowance for Tom and Mat."
Accordingly, next morning the yacht steamed over in an
"Well, Jae~., you are the arbiter in the matter. If you hour, a hawser was made fast to the stern of Mr. White's
feel that ys ;i ought to divide with Captain Nonis, no one boat, and she was. easily hauled out into deep water.
She made considerable water, as the heat had opened her
has any ri ght to object to your doing so. As the case stands
seams, but the owner of the steam yacht sent a couple of
the treasure is yours to do with as you choose."
(,

1
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hands aboard to pump her out on the way back, though it I "To th~ treasure island," cried Jack, "and I found t.h(;'
was impossible for her to sink owing to her airtight tanks. pirate gold."
It was a long and wonderful story he had to tell the
The yacht then stean1ed around to the we8tern end of the
island, where Jim Crowe and his associate were released captain that day, and the old skipper could hardly credit
his narrative.
from the mound and taken aboard .the vessel.
Of course in the end he did, but he flatly refused to acThey were ca.refully watched all the way back to Watcept more than a few thousand dollars of the treasure trove.
·
·
ling's Island.
"I don't want it, Jack," he said. "It's yours, and yours
After thanking Sir John for his kindness, Mr. White, his
shall remain."
it
was
which
sloop-yacht,
the
to
returned
Jack
and
daughter
Next day Jack returned to New York, according to armoored alongside of the black sloop.
1\fr. White's boat was put in shape to proceed to the rangement, and found Mr. White and Eva at their Madison
nited States, and after the treasure. was put aboard of Avenue home.
Jack learned that the gold had been placed in the vaults
her the sloop was disposed of at auction, a sailing-master
secured and the yacht sailed from Watling's, bound north. of a safe deposit company, while the jewels, watches, and
Nothing of special interest happened durino- the fom other valuable trinkets had been turned over to the custom
days' trip to New York, except a futile attempt ~n the part house for appraisement.
Eventually they were taken out and the larger part sold,
of the two prisoners to break out of a narrow section of
after a considerable duty •had been assessed against them
the hold where they were confined.
.
Jack and Eva found especial enjoyment in each other's and paid.
Jim Crowe was taken to the county seat, near Blueville,
society, and were almost sorry when Sandy Hook lightship
hove in sight, announcing that they were almost at their and subsequently tried and convicted of murderous assault
on Captain Norris.
·
journey's end.
Hi'S companion had been allowed to ' go free on the arrival
As soon as the yacht passed quarantine and came to anthe yacht.
of
to
eager
were
Mat
and
Tom
shore,
chor near the Brooklyn
After the treasure had been duly converted into American ·
get away for home, Jack deciding to accompany them, leavmoney, Jack found himself V(orth about $100,000.
ing the treasure in charge of Eva's father.
He divided $25,000 of this between Tom and Mat, and
They were landed and took a southshore train for the
station near Blueville, the one where Jack had been accus- they considered themselves rich for village boys.
Mr. White advised Jack to invest his money in certain
.
tomed to go for the mail every day.
The station agent knew all about their sudden and un- gild-edged bonds that he suggested, which paid five per cent.
explained disappearance two weeks before, and he gaped a year.
Jack did so, and thus secured a steady annual income.
when he saw the three boys get off the car.
Captain Norris sold out his country store and came to
They were too eager to reach the village to stop and gratreside in New .York with Jack as his companion.
ify his curiosity.
rrhe boy enter'ed the College of New York, intending to
There being no vehicle from Blueville at the station they
had to hoof it, ana they put their best foot forwttrd ove~ become a lawyer in time.
He became a steacly and welcome visitor at Mr. White's
the well-remembered road.
and the loadstone that drew him there was Eva.
home,
scene
the
been
ha.d
which
When they reached the briclge
In due time their friendship developed into love, and
of their trouble, and the beginning of their late adventures,
they stooped to rest themselves and look down at the spot they are now engaged to be married, which event will come
off as soon as Jack shall have been admitted to the bar.
where the rust-y black sloop had been moored.
Tom and Mat often come to visit him, and he occasionally
All their recent experiences seemed like a clrea.rn to them
revisits Blueville himself, where ev.erybody takes his hat
as they stood there and talked the matter over.
At last they reached the village and began to meet people off to him, because the whole village knows that he is very
wealthy through having discovered the Treasure of the
they were acquainted with.
Of course every one they met wanted to know where they Indies.
had been, but they wouldn't say a word on the subject. "
THE END.
Jack learned to his great satisfaction that Captain Norris
was almost well of his hurt, but was told that the captah1
'
was greatly worried over his disappearance.
Read "A GRIP 01N TH~, M~RK~T; OR, A HOT
The three soon separated, Tom and Mat rushing off to
• TIME IN WAI,L S'IREET, which will be the next numtheir homes and Jack-t0o the store.
The capt~in was not yet able to be downstairs, and Jack ber (124) of "Fame and Fortune Weekly."
found a man he knew in temporary charge of the business.
"Good gracious! That you, Jack?" cried the man.
"Yes, it's me, all right," replied Jack, making a dash
SPECIAL NOTICE : All back numbers of this weekly
for the stairs.
are always in print. If you cannot obtain them from any
In two minutes he startled Captain Norris by rushing newsdealer, send the price in money or postage stamps by
into the room and grasping the old skipper by the hand. mail to FRANK TOUSEY, PUBLISHER, 24 UNION
"Jack," cried the astonished captain, "where have you SQUARE, NEW YORK, and you will receive the copies
been?"
you order by return mail.
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Lunatic-From everlasting unto everlasting I am he. Stude nt
-Well, I've been looking for you for a long time. I have a
question to ask you. How do you reconcile the doctrines of
predestination and free will? The lunatic drew himself up
to his full height and giving the medico a scornful glance,
replied: "My dear sir, I never talk shop."
~

The modern custom of wearing trousers was taken from the
military dress introduced into the army by the Duke of Wellington during the Peninsular war. In early days these were
.Single Coples ... . .... ...•••••••••••••••••.••..••.•• •••••• ••
known as "Wellington trousers," after the Deke. ·when they
One Copy Three Months •••••• , •.•• , • , • , ..... , • , .... ..... .
One Copy .Six Months .. . ••••.••.•. ; ...................... .
were coming into general use at the commen-::ement of the
One Cop;r One Year ....... ....... ..... ..... .. .. ••••••••••
nineteenth century the religious world and the fashionable
Postage Free.
were most determined in their opposition. A cb.use in tlie
How '.ro SEND MONEY.
ori~inal trust deed, dated 1820, of a Sheffield Nom'onformist
4t our risk send P. O, Money Order, Check, or Rogietered Letter; reclinpel provided that "under no circumstances wbate,,er shall
mittances in any other way are at your risk. 'We accept Postage
Stampe the same as cash. ·when sending silver wrap the coin in a
any preacher be allowed to occupy the pulpit who wear s
separate piece of paper to avoid cutting the envelope. W1'ite your
trousers." But this was not all. Some doubts were expressed
name and address plainly.
Address lette,.s to
in many quarters concerning the question whether a m;:n
Frank Tousey, Publisher,
24 Union Sq., New York.
could be religious and appear in trousers. One of the fot1nders of the Primitive Methodist body remarked to a colleague
in the ministry that "trousers-wearing. beer-drinking So-:rnclso will never go to heaven." Father Reece, a famous Methodist minister, twice president of the conference (born in 1705,
died in 1850), could not be Induced to adopt trousers, •and
At least one relic of the old English navy is to be preserved.
among the 1\1:ethoclists was the last to follow popular fashion
Thanks to Lord Charles Beresford, the boatswain's pipe,
in this respect.
which of late years has been becoming more ornamental than
useful, is to be retained, and the calls which for centui-ies
have brought men to the performance of their duties will
continue to be heard on English warships. The Admiralty
have ordered that at least 10 per cent. of the boys and youths
in harbor training establishments are to be instrncted to work
A canny Scot was brought before a magistr-ate on the charge
to the calls of the pipe-, and a prize will be given each half of being drunk and disorderly.
"What have you to say for
year to the boy in each establishment who Is considered most yourself, sir?"
demanded the magistrate. "You look like a
proficient in the art of piping.
respectable man, and ought to be ashamed to stand there."
"I am verra sorry, sir, but I cam' up in bad company fra
I was told at 8:30 It was time for limcbeon, writes an Ameri- Glascow,"
humbly replied the prisoner. "What sort of comcan tinsmith working in Leipzig. On •stating that I did not
pany?" "A lot of teetotalers!" was the startling response.
care to eat, I was told that it would be better if I did no "Do
you mean to say teetotalers are bad company?" thundered
work, so I sat down for half an hour and watched the others.
the magistrate. "I think they are the best of company for
At noon we had an hour and a half, and at 4 o'clock fifteen
such as you." "Beggin' yer pardon, sir," answered the prisoµer,
minutes for lunch. It may be of interest to some 'readers to
know what the German eats. For his first breakfast he "ye're wrong; for I had a bottle of whusky an' I had to drink
generally has a milk roll and a cup of coffee. Tile second it a 11 myself! "
breakfast is almost always a slice of bread with lard or
"Didn't you ever have any ambition in life?" asked the ausgoose" oil, a piece of sausage or cheese and a bottle of beer. tere matron standing in the kitchen door. "Wunst, ma'am,"
For dinner be has two slices of bread as above, with a herring said Tuffold Knutt, sighing deeply. "I have not allus led this
or la1·ge green pickle, cheese or sausage and another bottle butterfly existence. Many years ago, ma'am, I tried to raise
of beer. For lunch another bottle of beer and a milk roll. a pair o' elegant side whiskers, but they wouldn't grow. Since,
For supper, soup and potatoes. This is the general variety then I haln't had no heart to do anything." This mournful
of foods we had for the four months I worked in that shop, story failing to awaken her sympathies, lie shambled on to the .
and they had it day in and day out.
next house.

GOOD STORIES.

RIB .TICKLERS.

In Morocco the government wilf not allow grain to be sent
from one pa11: of tile country to the other, and consequently a
district may be so rich in corn one year that the harvest rots
for lack of lauor to gather it and the following season may
see positive starvation in the sarue section. Industry is
paralyzed, for no sooner docs a man show 2igus of wealth
than the local government comes down upon him for blackmail, and if he doe·s not pay he is thrown into a dungeon and
left to starve-if, indeed, he be not decapitated and bis head
stuck upon a spike above the city's gate as a warning to
others.
A Washington educator is telling a story about a young
medical friend of his who is interested In insanity symptoms
and is a sort of amateur alienist. The other day the student
got a chance to visit one of the wards in the asylum for the
insane, and having heard that there was a man confined
there who labored under the hallucination that he was God,
the student asked that he be allowed to see this patient first,
as he appeared the most promising for investigation. He was
taken to the ward where the lunatic was confined and the following conversation ensued: Student-Are you the Deitr?

"So you want more wages?" said the warden of the penitentiary. "That's what I do," answered the cook. "This talk of
punishing trust magnates Is getting me more nervous every
day. If I've got to .learn to cook terrapin and lobster e. la
Newburg, I want more pay. And what's more I want to be
called a 'chef.' "
An aged colored man who had business in the News office
ambled into the editorial rooms-yes, ambled is the word. H<!.
sat for several moments gazing at the pneumatic tube stations
set up like horns of an orchestrion at the. desks of the city
and telegraph editors. There was a buzzing sound as a cop)
boy pulled a lever, and the old man smiled, as if expectin6
something pleasant, then took on a. look of disappointment.
A few minutes later the boy sent another piece of copy whirling upstairs, and again the visitor's expression passed from
anticipation to disappointment, then bewilderment. Finally
he accosted the telegraph editor: "'Scuse me, suh, but mout I
ax yo' what elem things is?" Certainly he might and was enlightened. "Well, I 'clah t' goodness!" he exclaimed: "I thought
dey was some sort o' music box t' entertain yo' gemmens whilst
yo' worlrnd!"
·
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me two or three minutes to realize that there was no wind
a nd no sea, and that no ship could have maneuvered as she
did, and then I asked of the man:
By Kit Clyde.
"Jones, what did you see?"
"I got a chill, sir, though it's warm enough, as we all
ship
good
From the day I set foot on the decks of the
know, and awoke to find you looking off at the water. As
Bardwell, sailing from Boston around Cape Horn I heard I stood on my feet I saw the ship, and I was right behind
of "the Flying Dutchman. As 11. boy I believed tn all the you when she•shortenecl sail and cnme up."
yarns, .but by the tirue I was out of my apprenticeship I came
"And where Is she now?"
to take these stories for whnt they were worth. I am going
"Gone, sir! That's a ghost ship, sir, and we are in for
to tell you, however, that I really saw as mysterious a craft bad luck."
dewere
eyes
as the traditional ghost ship, and that if my
I could have kicked myself for believing in what I saw.
ceived, so were the optics of a whole ship's company.
I went after the glasses, and just as I got them the lashings
In April, 18G8, I was mate of an. English whaling bark holding the whale on the port side gave way with a great
called the Lord Rossmore, Captain Pierce McConnell, and crash, the bark keeled over to startJoard with the weight of
we were off the mouth of the Amazon. We had then been the other fish, and as she rocked back the other lashings
out three months, and were having a big run of luck. The parted, and we ran to the rails, port and starboard, in time
weather seemed to be made for our special benefit. Thei·e to see the whales sink out of sight. '('he whole crew were
was day after day of good working winds and smooth seas, aroused, and the captain stormed in a terrible way, but as
and there was no clay in which we did not sight whales. On no one was to blame no one could be censured. Next day It
the day of which I wish to speak particularly we had killed was known through the ship that the Flying Dutchman had
two fine whales, and by evening both were alongside, and been sighted, and strangely enough, there was not a skeptic.
the sea was as calm as a mill-pond. We should have begun The captain made me relate the details twice over, and then
the cutting-in process at once, but the decks were not yet he ordered sail on the bark and we stood down the Brazilian
clear of the last whale, while the men were so worn out that coast for 150 miles. The whales bad suddenly left us and
they clamored for a night's rest.
it was exactly nine days before the cry of "There she bl~ws!"
The barometer was high, the sea smooth, and the captain was heard again. We lowered for a forty-barrel whale and
issued orders for all the men to knock off. This meant that got him, and our old-time enthusiasm returned. We had got
the off watch should have their bunks, while the on watch him tried out and the decks cleaned up when it came on a
could. sleep on deck while on duty. There wasn't wind enough cal~, quiet night again. The men hac'! bad a long rest, and
to dnft us, and consequently we had no fear of any vessels every one of the watch was wide awake, when, at about
except steamers, and they would hardly run us down on eleven o'clock, with everything quiet below and aloft, the
such a clear night that our ship could be seen a mile away. I lookout suddenly called:
own up that as soon as the vessel grew quiet I went to sleep
"There's a big ship close aboard of us on the starboard
on my post, and that I slept for a lo,ng hour. When I awoke bow!"
It was with a chill of apprehension. I felt that something
Every man sprang up, and we all rushed forward In a
was very wrong, and at once inspected the decks from stem body, and there, plain as a lighted lamp at midnight, was a
to stern. The men of my watch were stretched out here and big ship bearing down upon us and only a cable's length
there, all fast asleep, and everything seemed all right. We away. Not one of us remembered that it was a dead calm
had a whal.e on either side, and they were riding buoyantly and we yelled out in chorus to attract the stranger's atten'.
while ~~If a dozen sharks were tearing at their rough hl\].es'. tlon. He held for us until I could see the sparkle of copper
Our mgbt lights were all right, everything safe from fire, under his fore foot, and then a shift of the helm sent him
and I called myself a fool for thinking that anything was along our broadside, and the performances of the previous
wrong. Nevertheless, I continued worried and nervous and occasion were repeated. He went out of our sight after round'
the desire to sleep left me entirely.
ing to, and by that time our captain was on deck. He quC'sIt might have. been half an hour after my awakening, and · tloned every man separately, and all told the same story;
I was softly pacmg the deck, taking in its whole length, when and later on, as he stood with me on the quarter, he said:
a large, square-rigged ship, with every sail set, and seeming
"Mr. Merwin, that's bad luck again. It may mean someto draw, came out :ir the darkness to the northeast. She thing more than losing a whale."
· had a bone In her teeth, and her hull was careened over two
Next day we raised a whale and he stove two boats' and
or three streaks by the pressure of the wind, and for the killed three men, and It was eleven days after that before
moment I forgot where I was and tbe circumstances which we raised another. On the night of the tenth, with all the
surrounded me. The ship stood down to pass under our men In my watch wide awake, and the ship drifting off before
quarter, and I never took my ~res off her for an instant. She a gentle breeze, the ghostly visitor came out of the darkness'
came swiftly, but there was a ghost-like movement that sent' again, ran us past from stern to stem this time, and was
c~ills over .me. As if she were a real ship, and as if a genseen as plainly as before. Next day we raised three whales
ume top-sail breeze were blowing, on came. the stranger, and at once. Down went three boats, the captain leading. I
as she was within a cable's length she shifted her helm a killed my whale almost at once. The other boats made fast
bit and 1the two craft were broadside on for a moment. There and were run off, and from that day to this have never been
were twenty-five or thirty men at the ship's port rail watch- heard of. We saw the stranger no more after that. Had he
ing us in true sailor fashion, and on the quarter-deck I saw appeared once more I believe that every man of the 'crew
. the captain surveying us through bis night glassei;i. I could would have. leaped into the sea and sought death by drownsee that he was an old man, having long white locks and a ing.
long white beard. vVhy, sir, I would stake tny life on what
I saw, though it would be useless to try to make you believe

THREE VISITS FROM THE FLYIN6 DUTCHMAN

it.

Just as the stern of the ship was P'iissing me her captain
raised his hand, as if the motion accompanied an order, and
there was a rush of the men to execute it. Sail was taken
in while you could snap your finger, and the helm was put
down, and the ship came into the wind. She wasn't a stone'sthrow away then, and my eyes were still on her when some
'
one behind me hoarsely exclaimed:
"My God, Mr. Merwin, but did you ever see the likes of it?"
I turned to find one of the men behind me. I turned from
him again to the strange craft, and she was gone! It took

SEA MYSTERIES

The sea Is Of itself a mystery, but the mysteries of the sea
are many and deep, and are added to each month. A ship's
boat, from which the name b :u1 carefully been obliterated
and which holds the emaciated bodies of two men who hav~
starved to death, is picked up in the Pacific to-clay; to-morrow
a Cunarder crossing the Atlantic reports seeing a sailing ship
bottom up; next day a derelict schooner sails herself Into some
port in the Caribbean Sea, and nothing can be learned of
the crew who manned her. And it may ):le that on the next
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some great steamer leaves port on her voyage to Europe and
is never heard of more. As an old sailor, I have had the luck
to encounter some <if tilese strange things, and I will relate
the incidents without exaggeration.
In the year 1861 I was mate of. a brig called the Henry and
"William, sailing between San Francisco and the Sandwich
• I slands. Sbe was a small, snug vessel, a fast sailer, and t,be
captain was William Lansing. He and bis brother Henry
were the owners, and the ·brig was named after them. Just at
daylight one June morning, in the year I !Jaye mentioned,
while we were 300 miles from the islands, a schooner was
sighted dead ahead. We bad a fair breeze ove1· the starboard
quarter, and the schooner bad all sail set, and was making
good progress. Salls were not an unusual sight on that route,
and we ga\e the stranger little attention ·until we found that
we were overhauling ber. She was exactly o,n the true course
to the i~lands, and we were therefore in her wake. She was
hull down when we first discovered her, but by the time we
bad washed down and breakfast Jiad been served she was not
over two miles ahead. There were some smart schooners
flying in that trade, and the fact of our outsailing this one
so handsomely put us all in good spirits. We were humming
along after her at nine or ten knots an hour, when she suddenly came up into the wind in the most lubberly fashion,
shivered there for a moment. and then broached to and was
driven off before the wind sideways. It was lucky for her
that the breeze was no stronger, for the schooner was light
and the movement would have brought disaster.
As soon as I saw the schooner in trouble I seized 'the glass
and r.,itn half way up the fore-shrouds, and it wasn't a minute
before I made the discovery that her decks were entirely
clear of men. At this hour of the morning both watches
should have been on deck, but not a sailor was visible. This
was an unheard of occurrence, but, as she had no signal of
distress flying, and stood too high in the water to bav-e been
abandoned for a leaking vessel, I could hardly credit my
vision. I looked again and again. examining every foot of her
decks, but it was a plain fact that not a living person was in
sight. I reported the matter to the captain, and by that
time we were so close aboard that all our crew could note
the condition of things with the oaken eye. Our ship's bell
was rung, and the men shouted in chorus, but nothing came
of It. It was then determined to boardeher, and, as the brig
was laid to, I went off with three men in the yawl, and was
soon at the stranger's side. I was burning with curiosity at
the start, but the nearer we approached the stranger the
more curiosity gave way to awe and fear. There had been
some terrible work aboard of her, or she would not be in
that condition. Had a malignant fever taken off the last of
the crew,' or was It mutiny and its ghastly consequences? I
waited a long minute after hooking on· to her forechains to
listen for some sound aboard, but the stillness of death
reigned from bowsprit to companionway. I nodded to one
of the men to come along, and next moment was over her
bows.
I had expected to meet with some shocking sight, but was
djsappointed. The decks were free and passably clear of
raflle. Some of the coils had fallen off their belaying pins,
and I could see at a glance that the decks had not been
washed for several days, but aside from this I could detect
nothing out of the way. The scuttle was drawn over the
forecastle entrance and bolted. My first action was to open
this, and the rush of air told me that the forecastle had not
been ventilated for se-veral days. Seizing a capstan bar which
leaned against the anchor windlass, I pounded smartly on the
deck and called out te know If anybody was below, but no
answer came. The man with me, who was an old salt, grew
so nervous that he would have returned to the boat but for
my positive commands to the contrary. As soon as satisfied
that the forecastle was clear of men I felt that the schooner
was deserted, and we at once lowered away the sails. This
checked her drift, and the brig turned on her heel and came
down close to us again.
The next point for inspection was the cabin. I went down
alone, and in two or three minutes was satisfied that it had
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no occupants, living or dead. There was no disorder- no
sign of haste or plunder. I was sniffing the air as I 1moved
about, and I could detect no ouor to prove that an epidemic
had raged. When l;. went on deck the brig was within speaking distance, drifting at the same pace as the schooner. and
I informed Captain Lansing of the state of affairs and sent
the boat to bring him over. When he came we descended
into the forecastle and lighted the lamp. There was plenty
of oil in it, provin,g that some hand had turned out the light
in the usual way. We then went to the cabin. Everything
appeared as if the officers had simply gone on deck, except
that there was not a single article of wearing apparel. This
was likewise true of the forecastle. We looked for th-e
schooner's log, but it was gone, as also were her papers and
charts. \Ye rummaged the cabin for half an hour, but found
nothing wilatcver to enlighten us. Her name ought to have
been on the stern, but when the boat was ordered to pull
around her no name of vessel or port was found. It had not
been scraped or painted out recently, but as fur as one could
judge she had not carried a name for years. Then we made
a search along the decks. She had no small boats at all.
Not even au initial letter was painted or stamped on anything.
We sounded the well, and found her dry as a bone. We pulled
off the hatches, and found her in sand ballast. She had
plenty of fresh water and provisions, and in the cabin were
six muskets anu l.'llenty of ammunition .
Our inspection and investigation lasted three hours, at the
end of which time we were no wiser than when we began.
Here was a stanch, tight schooner picked up in mid-ocean
with all sail set. Thosetwho had abandoned her had taken
the utmost precaution that she should not be identified, but
for what reason we could not even conjecture. Here w"-s a
lump of salvage for us worth looking after, and Captain
Lansing determined to take her to the islands. We hadr.'t
an extra man on the brig. Indeed, we were one short of
our complement. ·we had therefore determined to take a
tow line to the brig and bang by her at least while the
weather was safe, and had begun our preparations, when an
"ox-eye" or squall was seen gathering down in the south,
and we had to hurry aboard the brig to make all snug. The
squall hit us fi ercely, and lasted nearly half an hour, and
when we came out of it the schooner had turned turtle wit1'in
half a mile of us, and the prize had slipped from our grasp.
Did we ever learn anything further about her? Not a word,
singular as it may seem. The incident was · published In
scores of papers, and called to the attention of thousands of
sailors, but none of them was ever able to furnish any true
ihformation. What do I think? Well, it was one of the
mysteries, but no stranger than some others I have had a
hand in.

A surveyor employed by the St. Louis, Bartlesville and Pacific Railroad Company, which purposes to build a line from
Joplin,- Mo., to Pond Creek, Okla., saw a remarkable sight
through the glass on his transit instrument while running a
survey on Sand Creek, fifteen or sixti;,en miles northeast of
Pawhuska, in the Osage Indian reservation, rec'ently. The
country at that place Is broken and Indented with canyons.
The surveyor had turned his instrument to see the flagt!lan
behind him, but beyond the flagman about 300 yard& was
something that caused the surveyor to gasp in astonishment.
A large panther, at the edge of a small clearing, was . gazing
intently at the surveyors. Through 1.he glass the panthet's
movements could be clearly seen. The surveyors shouted at
the beast, which quickly ran into the timber.
Among all the popular games of to-day none perhaps is of
greater antiquity than tennis, for it is said to have originated
in the ball games of the ancient Greeks and Romans. In
the first place the ball was struck by the hand, later on heavy
gloves were worn or cords strapped round the palm; and the
racquet was contrived during the fifteenth century in France,
whem the game was very popular, and thence introduced into
England.
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lllustrated. Every boy should know how to i·ow D.nd sail a boat.
by magicians. Also oontainFull instructions are given in this little book, together with in- ~fty of the latest and best tricks qsedillustrated.
By A. Anderson.
mg _the secret of second sight. Fully
structions on swimming and riding, companion sports to boating.
No. 47. HOW '1'0 BREAK, RIDE AND DRIVE A HORSE.- . No., 70. IIOW '.f'O M~KE MAGIC TOYS.-Containing full
kinds. By
many
of
devices
and
Toys
l\Iagic
makmg.
for
d1rect10ns
A complete treatise on the horse. Di:scribing the most useful hol."Bes A. Andei·son. Fully 11Iustrnted.
for business, the best horses for the road; also valuable recipes for
No. 73 .. HOW_ TO J:?O TIUCKS WITH NUMBERS.-Showing
diseases pecaliar to the horse.
curious tricks with figures and the magic of numbers By A.
No. 48. HOW '1'0 BUILD AND SAIL CANOES.-A handy many
'
Fully illustrated.
Anderson.
book for boys, containing full directions for constructing canoes
.No. 7_5. HO\Y TO ~ECOME A CONJUROR. - Containing
and the most popular manner of sailing them. Fully illustrated.
tricks with Dommos, Dice, Cups anJ Balls Hats etc. Embracini
By C. Stansfield Hicks.
'
thirty-six illustrations. By A. Anderson. '
No. 78. ~qw TO DO THE .BLACK ART.--Containing a com.
FORTUNE TELLING.
"
No. 1. NAPOLEON'S OilACULUM: AND DREJAM BOOK.- plete descri_Pt1on of the mysteries of Magic and Sleight of Hand,
Con taining the great oracle of human destiny; also the true mean- together with many wonderful experiments. By A. Anderson.
ing of almost any kind of dreams, together wilh charms, ceremonies, Illustrated.
and curious gamGs of cards. A complete book.
MECHANICAL,
. No. 23. HOW TO EXPLAIN DREAMS.-Everybody dreams,
No. 29. HOW TO BECOME AN INVENTQR.-Every boy
from the little child to the aged man and woman. This little book
)rnow how inv~nti ons o_ri_ginated. This hook explains them
aives the explanation to a ll kinds of dreams, together with lucky shoul~
all, g1vu~g example~ in electr1c1ty, hyd~aulics, }Dagnetism, optics,
and unlucky Jays, and "Napoleon's Oraculum," the book of fate.
mstrucl1ve book published.
No. 28. HOW TO TELL FOR'l'UNES.-Everyone is desirous of pneumatics, mechamcs, etc. The most
'1'0 BECOM~ AN ENGINEER.-Containing full'
knowing what his future life will bring forth, whether happiness or . No. 5~. HOW
how to proceed m order to become a locomotive enmisery, wealth or poverty. You can te1 1 by a glance at this little mstruct1ons
also directions for building a model locomotive· together
book. Buy ode and be convinced. Tell you r own fortune. Tell gineer;
with a full description of everything an engineer should know.
the fortune of your friends.
No. 57. HOW TO MAKE MUS~CAL Il'jSTRUMENTS.-Full
No. 76. HOW 'l'O 'l'ELL FORTUNES BY THE HAND.to mak~ a B!1njo, Violin, Zither, 1Eolian Harp, Xylodirections
Containing rules for telling fortunes by the aid of lines of the hand, ph.. ne andhow
musical mstruments; together with a brief deor the secret of palmistry. Also the secret of telling future events scription ofother
every musical instrument used in ancient or
by aid of moles, marks, ~cars, etc. Illustrated, By A. Anderson. modern times.nearly
Profusely illustrated. By Algernon S. Fitzgerald,
of the Royal Bengal Marines.
bandmaster
years
twenty
for
ATHLETIC.
No. 59. HOW TO MAKE A MAGIC LANTERN.-Containing
No. 6. HOW TO BECOl\IE AN ATHLETEJ.-Giving full instruction for the use of dumb bells, Indian clubs, parallel bars, a description of the lantern, together with its history and invention.
horizontal bars and various other methods of developing a good, Also full directions for Its use and for painting slides. Handsomely
llealthy muscle; containing ovC'r sixty illustrations. Every boy can illustrated. By John Allen.
No. 71. HOW TO DO MECHANICAL TRICKS.-Contaiaing
become strong and healthy by following the instructions contained
complete instructions for performing over sixty Mechanical Tricks.
in this little book.
No. 10. HOW TO BOX.-The art of self-defense made .easy. By A. Anderson. Fully illustrated.
Containing over thirty illustrations of guards, blows, and the diiferLETTER WRITING.
Every boy should obtain one of
~t positions of a good boxer.
No. 11. HOW TO WRITE LOVE-LE'l'TERS.-A most com•
these useful and instructive books, as it will teach you how to box
full direcfams for writing love-letters,
containing
book,
liltle
plete
without an instructor.
No. 25. HOW TO BECOME A GYMNAST.-Containlng full and when to use them. giving sp('cimen :etters for young and old.
No. 12. HOW TO WRITE LFJ'l'TERS TO LADIES.-Giving
instructions for all kinds of gymnastic sports and athletic exercises.
Embracing thirty-five illustrations. By Professor W. Macdonald. complete instructions for writing letters to ladies on all subjects;
also letters of introduction. not<'s and requests.
A handy and useful book.
No. 24. HOW TO WRITE LETTERS TO GENTLEMEN.-.
No. 34. HOW TO FENCE.--Containing full instruction for
fencing and the use of the broadsword; also instruction in archery. Containing full directions for writing to gentlemen on all subjects;
Described with twenty-one practical illustrations, giving the best also giving sample letters for instru<'t ion.
No. 53. HOW TO WRITE LE'lvl'ERS.-A wonderful little
positions in fencing. A complete book.
book, telling you how to write to your sweetheart, your father,
TRICKS WITH CARDS.
G
•
mother, sister, brother, employer; and, in fact, everybody and anyNo. 51. HOW TO DO TRICKS WITH CARDS.-eontaining body you wish to write to. Flvery young man and every young
w:tPlanations of the general principles of sleight-of-hand applicable lady in the land should hav!' this book.
No. 74. HOW TO WRITE LE'l'TERS CORRECTLY.--Conto card tricks; of card tricks with ordinary cards, and not requiring
llleight-of-hand; of tricks involving sleight-of-hand, or the use of taining full instructions for writing letters on ah:post any eubject;
also rules for punctuation and composition, with specimen letters.
11f1Clally prepared cards. By Professor Baliner. Illustrated.

.

.:

THE STAGE .

No. 41. THE BOYS OF NEW YORK ENIJ MEN'S JOKE
BOOK.-Containing a gn:at variety of t he latest jokes used by the
m<;>st famous en~ men. No amateur minstrels is complete without
t his wonderful little book.
No. 42. THE B OYS 01!' Nl<JW YORK STUMP SPEAKER Contai!ling a varied asso,rtn;ient of t1tump speeches, Negro, Dutch
and Irish. Also end men s Jokes. Just the thing for home amusemen t and a mateur shows.
No. 45. THE BOYS OF KEW YORK MINSTREL GUIDE
AND JOKl!J B<?OK.~Some thin~ new a?d very instructive. Every
boy. should ohtam this ~ook , as it con tams full instructions for orgamzmg an ama tenr mmstrel troupe.
N o. 65. MULDOON'S JOKES.-This is one of the most original
joke books ever published, aud it is brim ful of wit and humor It
contaiDs a large collection of songs, jokes, conundrums etc: oE
Terrence l\Iuldoon, the great wit, humori st, and practical' joke~ of
the day. E very~ boy who can enjoy a good substantial joke should
.
obtain a copy immediately.
No .. 79. HQW TO BECOl\IE AN ACTOR.-Containing complete mstructions how to make up for va rious characters on the
s,tage.; tog~th e r wi t h the du t ies of the S trge Manager, Prompter,
tlcemc Art1~t _ and Property !\~an. Ry a prominent Stage Manage r.
N~ . 80. G US WILLIAl\IS JOKE BOOK.-Containing the latest Jokes, anecdotes and fu nny stories of this world-renowned antl
eve}" popular 1Je1·man comedian. Sixty-fo ur pages; handsome
colored cover containing a half-tone photo of the author.

.

HOUSEKEEPING.

NC!. 16. H9W TO KEEP A_ WI~D.O\V GARDEN.-Containing
full mstructions for construct mg a wmdow ga rden either in town
or country, and the most approvPd methods for r a ising beautiful
flowers at home. The most complete book of the kind ever published.
No. 30. HOW TO COOK.-One of the most instructive books
on cooking ever published. It con tains recipes for cookin.,. meats
fish, game, and oysters; also pies, puddings, cakes and all kinds of
pastry, and a grand collection of r ecipes by one of our most popula r
cooks.
No. 37. HOW 'l'O KEEP HOUSE.-It con tains info r mation for
everybody, boys, girls, men and women; it will teach you how to
make .almost anything around the house, su ch as parl or ornaments
brackets, cements, Aeolian harps, a nd bird lime for catching birds.'

ELECTRICAL.

No. 31. HOW TO BECOME A SPEAKER.-Containing fo111""
teen illustrations, giving the different positions requisite to become
a good speaker, reader and elocutionist. Also containing gems from
a.II the popular ~uthors of prose and poetr.y, arranged in the mont
simple and conc1s.:i manne1· possible.
No. 49. _HOW TO DEBATE.-Qlving rules for conducting ct..
bates, outlmes for debater., questions for discussion, and tbe bell
sources for procuring info~'Illation on the que~tions &iveD.

SOCIETY.

No. S. HOW TO FLIR'l'.-The arts ana wiles ot flirtation art
fully explained by this little book. Besides the various methods of
ha_r:.tlke1'chief;_fan. glove, parasol, window and hat flirtation, it con•
~a ms a .full li st of the language and sentiment of flowers, which iD
m.tercst 1ng to ever1body, both old and young. You cannot be happy
without one.
No. 4. HOW 'l'O DANCE is the title of a new and haIJdsomo
little book just issued by l!'rank Tousey. It contains full instructions in the a rt of dancing, etiquette in the ball-room and at parties,
how to dr<'ss, and full directions for calling off in all popular square
<lances.
No. 5. H OW TO MAKE LOVE.-A complete guide to love,
courtship a nd marri age, giving sensible advice, rules aud etiquett~
to be obsen etl, with many curious and interesting things not gen·
(o;ra ll y known.
Ko. 17. HOW •.ro DRESS.-Contaiuing full instruction in ' tb~
art o~ dressing and appea!·ing well at home and abroad, giving the
se l c~ t1ons of colors, material. and how to have them made up.
No. 18. HOW TO BECOl\IE BEAUTIFUL.-One of tho
brightest and most valuable little books ever given to the world.
Everybody wishes t o know how to become beautiful, both male and
fema le. The secret is simple, and almost costless, Read this boois
and be convinced how to become beautiful.

BIRDS AND ANIM A LS.
No. 7. HOW TO KEEP BIRDS.-Handsomely illustrated and
con taining full inst ruct ions for the management and training of the
canary. mockingbird, boboliRk, black bird. paroquet, parrot, etc.
Ko. 39. HOW TO RAISE DOGS, POULTRY, PIGEONS AND
RAB BI'l'S.-A useful and instructive book. Handsomely .illust ra ted. B y Ira Drofraw.
Ko. 40. HOW TO l\IAKE AND SET TRAPS.-Including hint1
on how to ca tch moles, wea sels, otter, rats, squirrels and birds.
A!so how to cure skins. Copiously illustrated. By J. Harrington
1
Keene.
No. 50. HOW TO STUFF BIRDS AND ANI MALS.-A
valuable book, giving instructions in collecting, preparing, mountinr
and preserving birds, animals and insects.
No. 54. HOW TO KEEP AND MANAGE PETS.-Giving com·
plete informat ion as to the manner and'method of raising, keepinrl
taming, breeding, and managing all kinds of pets; also giving full
instructions for making cages, etc. Fully explained by twenty-eight
illustrations, making it the most complete book of the kind ever
published.

No. 46. HOW TO MAKE AND USE ELJiJCTRICITY.-A description of the wonderful uses of electricity aud electro magnetism;
together with full instructions for making Electri c Toys, Batteries,
etc. By George '!'rebel, A. M., M. D. Containing over fifty illustrations.
No. 64. HOW TO MAKE ELECTRICAT, l\!ACHINES.-Containing full <lirections for making electri cal machin es, induction
coils, dynamos. and many novel toy~ to be worked by electricity.
B y R. A. R . B ennett. Fully illustral:ed.
No. 67. HOW 'l'O DO ELECTRICAL TRICKS.-Containing a
MISCELLANEOUS.
large collection of instructive and highly amusing electrical tricks,
No. 8. HOW TO BECOME A SCIENTIST,_.A useful and In·
together with illustrations. By A. Anderson.
structive book, giving a complete treatise on chemistry ; also ex•
periments in acoustics, mechani cs, 'llat hematics, chemistry, and di·
rections for making fireworks, colored fires, and gas balloons. Thi•
ENTERTAINMENT.
book cannot be equaled.
Harry
RILOQUIST.-By
VEN1'
A
CO:.\IEl
E
B
TO
HOW
9.
No.
No. 14. HOW 1'0 MAKE CANDY.-A complete hand-book for
' Kennedy. The secret given away. Every intelligent boy reading
t his book of inst1111ct ions. by a practical professor (delighting multi- making all kind s of candy, ice-cream, syrup~essences. etc~ etc.
No. IH. ·HOW '.1'0 BECOME AN' AU'.l.'.tiOR.-Containing full
tudes every night with his wonderfu! :mitations), can master the
a rt, and create a ny amount of fun for himself and fri ends. It is the information regarding choice of subjects, the use of words and the
manner of prepa rin g and submitting manuscript. Also containing
greatest book C'ver published. and there's millions tof fun) in it.
No. 20. HOW TO ENT ERTAIN AN EVENING PARTY.-A va luable informat ion as to the nE>atness, legibility and general com•
very valuabl e little book just published. A complete compendium posit ion of manuscript, essential to a iuccessful author. B y Prince
.
of games, sports, card diversions, comic recitations, etc., suitable ·Hiland.
for parlor or drawing-room entertainment. It con tains more for the - No. 38. HOW TO BECOME YOUR OWN DOCTOR.-A won- 1
derful book. CQnt;iining ~seful a nd pr~ctical information in the
money than any book pnhlished.
No. 35. HOW TO PLAY GAMES.-A complE>te and useful litt le treatment of ordmary diseases and ailments common to every
book, containing the rules and r"gulations of billiards, bagatelle, family. Abounding in useful and effective recipes for general com·
plaints. •
ba<'kgammon. <'roqn Pt. tl ominoPs, etc.
No. 55. HOW TO COLLECT STAMPS AND COINS.-Con·
No. 36. HOW TO SOLVE CONUNDRUl\fS.-Containing all
the leading conundrums of the day, amusing riddles, curious catches taining valuable information regarding the collecting and a rranging
of stamps and coins. Hl}ndsomely illustrated.
and witty sayings.
No. 58. HOW TO BE A DETECTIVE.-B y Old King Brady,
No. 52. HOW 1'0 PI,AY '1>\RDS.-A complete and handy little
book, giving the rules and r-.. '\rections for play ing Euchre, Crib- the world-known detective. In which he lays down some valuable
bage, Casi no, Fort.v·Five, R~ ce, P edro Sancho, Draw Poker, and sensible rules for beginners, and also relates some adventure•
Auction Pitch, All Fonrs, and many ot her popular games of cards. and experiences of well-known detectives.
No. 60. HOW TO BECOME A PHOTOGR APHER.-Contaln·
No. 66. HOW TO DO P UZZLES.-Containin,g oYer three bundred interesting puzzles and conundrums. with key to same. A ing useful information regarding the Camera and how to wor k it ; ,
also how to make Photographic Magic Lantern Slides and other
·
complete book. Fully illustrated. By A. Anderson.
Transparencies. Handsomely illustrated. B y Captain W. De W.
r
ETIQUETTE.
Abney.
No. 62. HOW TO BECOME A WEST POINT MILI T ARY
No. 13. HOW TO DO IT; OR, BOOK OF ETIQUETTE.-It
is a great life secret, and one that every young man desires to know CADET.-=-Containing full explanations how to gain admittance,
course of Study, Examinations. Duties, Staff of Officers, Post
all about. There's happiness in it.
No. 33. HOW 'l'O BEHAVE.-Containing the n1les and etiquette Guard, Police Regulations. Fire Department, and all a boy should
of good society and th e easiest and most approved methods of ap- know to be a Cadet. Ccmpiled and written by Lu Senarens, author
pearing to good advantage at parties, balls, the theatre, church, and of "How to Become a Naval Cadet."
No. 63. HOW TO BECOME A NAVAL 0ADET.-Complete in"
in the drawing-room.
strnctions of how to gain admission to the Annapolis Naval
DECLAMATION .
Academy. Also containing the course of instructior;, description
No. 27. HOW TO RECITE AND BOOK OF lt:i!JCITATIONS. of grounds and buildings, historical sketch. and everything a boy
- Containing the most popular selections in nse, comprising Dutch should know to become an officer in the United States Navy. Comilalect, French dialect, Yankee and Irish dialect pieces, together piled and written by I,u Senarens, author of "How to Become
West Point Military Cadet."
with many standard readings.
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STORIES OF BOYS WHO MAKE MONEY
By A

COLORED COVERS

SELF-MADE MAN

PRICE 5 Cts.

ISSUED EVERY FRIDAY

This Weekly c~ntains interesting stories of smart boys, who win fame and fortune by their ability to take
advantage of passing opportunities. Some ol' t hese stories are founded on true incidents in ttle lives of
our most·successful self-made men, and show how a boy of pluck, perseverance and brains can become famous and wealthy.
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Boss of the Market ; or, The Greatest Boy In Wall Street.
The Chance of His Life ; or, The Young Pilot of Crystal Lake.
Striving for Fortune; or, From Be ll -Hoy to M illionaire.
Out for Business; 01·, The Smartest Boy in 'l'own .
A Favorite of Fortune; or, Striking it Ri ch in Wall Street.
Through Thick and Thin; or, Th e Adve ntures of a Smart Boy.
Doing His L evel Best; or Working His Way Up.
Always on Deck; or, 'l'he Boy Who Made His Mark.
A Mint of Money; or, The Young Wail Street Broker.
The Ladde r of l•'ame ; or, l•'rom Offi ce Boy to Se nator.
On the Square; or, The Su ccess of an Honest Doy.
After a Fortune; or, The Pluckiest Boy in the 'Vest.
Winning the Dollars; or, The You ug \\"ondc1· or Wall Street.
J\laki ng H is Mark: or, The Bov \\"h o Became l't·esident.
H e ir to a i\lllllo n: or, The Boy \Yho Was P.orn Lu cky.
Lost in t h.e Andes : or. Th e T r ensnre of rh e Rurl ed City.
On His Me.t tle; or, A Plucky Boy in Wall Street.
A Lu cky Chance; or, Taking Fortune on the Wing.
The Road to Su ccess ; or, 'l'h e Car eer of a Fortunate Boy.
Ch as ing Pointe rs ; or, The Lu ckiest Roy in WaH Street.
Hieing in the "\"orld ~ or, From Fa ctory Boy to Manager.
Frnm Dark to Dawn ; or, A Poor Roy's Chan ce.
Out for Himse lf: or, Paving His Way to Fortun e.
D .am ond Cut Diamond ; or, Th e Boy Broke rs of Wall Street.
A Sta r t in L ife; or, A B ri ght Roy ·s Amb ition.
Ont fo r a "Ml Ilion: or, . '£he Young Mida s of Wall Street .
g , e1·y I nch a Boy; or, Doing I-~is Leve l Best.
:11on ey t o Burn; or, 'l'he Shrewdest Hoy in W a ll Street .
An Eye to Business: or, '£h e Boy Who Wa s Not Asl eep.
Tipped by th e Ti cker: or, An Ambiti ons Boy In Wall Street.
On to Success : or, The Boy Who Got Ahead .
A Tll d fo r a F ortune : or. A Country Roy In Wall Street.
Fo nn d to Rise : or. l•'lgh t lng His Way to Su c1·C'ss.
Out fo r t he Dollars : or, A Smart Boy In W a ll Street.
l"or l•'a me a nd Fortune ; or, 'l'he Boy Who Won Both .
A W all S t r eet Wi 11 n er; or. l\iaklng a l\lln t of Money.
T he Ro,a d to Wealth: or, The Boy Who I~ ound It Out.
On t h e Wing: or, The Young Me r cury of \Yall Street.
A Ch a s e fo 1· a F o rtune : or, The Boy Who H\lstled.
Juggling With the Market ; or, 'l'he Boy \Yho i\lade it Pay.
C'ast Adrift; or, Th e Luck of a Home less Hoy .
Pla y ing the Marken: 01'. A Keen Boy In Wall Street.
A l'ot of Money : o r, The Legacy of a Lucky Boy.
From Rags to Riches ; or, A Lucky Wall Street MeS'senger.

85 On His Merits; or, The Smartest Roy Alive.
86 Trapping the B r okers; or, A Game Wa ll Street Boy.
87 A Million in Gold; or, The Treasure of Santa C ruz.
88 Bound to Make Money; or, From the West to Wall Stt·eet.
Bil The Boy Magnate ; or, Making Baseball l'ay.
90 Making Money, or, A Wall Street Messenger' s Luck.
91 A Harvest of Gold ; or, The Burled Treasure of Coral Island.
02 On the Curb ; or, Beating the Wall Street Brokers.
93 A l~ re ak of 1'01-tune : or, The Boy Who Struck Luck.
94 The Prince of n ·a11 Street: or, A Big Utal fo.- Big llooey.
\.15 8 t artlng His Own Business; or, The Boy Who Caught 011.
96 A Corn er in H ock : or, The Wall St1·eet Boy Who Won.
!l7 First in the Fi e ld : or, Doing Business for Himself.
\lS A Broker a t Eighteen : or. Hoy Gilbert's \Vall Street Career.
9ft Only a Doll a r : or, l•' 1·om J,; rrand Boy to Owner.
100 Pri ce & Co., Hoy Brokers ; or, The Young Traders ot Wall Street.
101 A Winni ng Risk ; or, The Boy Who Made Good.
102 From a D ime to a Million · 0 1', A Wide-Awake \Yall Street Boy.
J.Oti 'l'he P a th to Good Lu ck: or, '£he Boy Miner of Death Valley.
1.04 i\la rt Morton's Money: or, A Corner in W all Street Stocks.
11l5 Famous at Fourteen· or, Th e Boy Who ~l ade a Great Name.
106 Tips to Fortune: or. A Lucky Wall Street Deal.
107 St1-. klng His Galt; 0 1·. The l'erlls of a Boy Engi neer.
108 From Mes senger to Millionaire: or. A Boy·s Luck In Wall Street.
1 no Th e Roy Gold Hunte rs: or, After a I'irate·s Treasure.
11 O Tr icking t h e Tra ders: or. A Wall Street Boy·s Game of Chance.
l l 1 J ack >Te ny· s Grit: 01·. ~faking a i\lan of Himself.
112 A Go ldt> n Sh ower ; or, The Boy Banker of Wall Str c~ t.
11 3 i\Iaklng a Record· or, The Luc'< of a Working Boy.
ll4 A l~ ight for )fon ey: or, F' rom School to Wall Stre e ~ .
11 5 Stranded Ont West : or. '£he Boy Who Found a Silver lllne.
1 Vl Ben Ba ssford"s Lu ck: or, Working on Wall St1·eet Tips.
l l 7 A Young Gold King ; or, 'J'he Treasure of the Secret Caves.
11 8 Bound to C et Rich; or. How a Wall Street Boy Made l\Ioney.
119 Fri endl ess l"r a nk : o r. The Roy Who Became Famous.
120 A $30 ,000 Tip: or. The Yo ung Weazel of \\"all StrPet.
121 Plu cky Bob : or , ThP Boy Who Won Su ccess.
122 !• r om _' ewsboy to Banke1·: or, Hob J, ake"s Rise in Well Street.
123 A Golden Sta ke : or, '!:he Treasure of the Indi es.
12-1 A Grip on th e Market: or. A Hot Time in Wall Street.
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